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THE ENGLISH HUMOUKISTS 



EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. 



LECTURE THE FIRST. 
SWIFT. 
In treating of the Englisli humourists of the past 
age, it is of the men and of their lives, rather than 
of their hooks, that I ask permission to speak to jou; 
and in doing so, you are aware that I cannot hope to 
entettain you with a merely humourous or facetious 
story. Harlequin without his mask ia known to 
pr^ent a very sober countenance, and was himself, the 
story goes, the melancholy patient whom the Doctor 
advised to go and see Harlequin^ — a man full of 
cares and perplexities like the rest of us, whose Self 
miist always be^serioug to Iiim,. under jthate^^r milk 

> The anecdote ii f);eqiieiitljr told of our perfiMrmer^ Biob. 

B 



2 ENQLI3H HDUOmiSTS. 

or disguise, or uniform he presents it to the £ublic. 
And as all of you here must needs be grave when you 
think of your own past and present, you will not look 
to find, in the histories of those whose lives and feel- 
ings I am going to try and describe to yon, a story 
that is otherwise than serious, and often very sad. 
If Hu mour ""^y [ppant jg^gTifpf . you would scarcely 
feel more interest about humourous writers than 
about the private life of poor Harlequin just mentioned, 
who possesses in common with these the power of 
making you laugh. But the men regarding whose 
lives and stories your kind presence here shows that 
you have curiosity and sympathy, appeal to a great 
number of our other faculties, besides our mere sense 
of ridicule. The _humotirou3_ writer professes to 
awaken and direct your love, your pity, your kind- 
ness — ^yoor scorn for untruth, pretension, imposture — 
your tenderness for the weak, the poor, the oppressed, 
the unhappy. To the best of his means and ability 
he comments on aU the ordinary actio ns and passions 
of life almost He takes upon himself to be the 
week-day preacher, so to speak. Accordingly, as he 
finds, and speaks, and feels the truth best, we regard 
htm, esteem Tiitn — sometimes love hmi. And, as his 
business is to mark other people's lives and peculiari- 
ties, we moralise upon his life when he is gone — and 
yesterday's preacher becomes the text for to-day's 
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Of English parentu, and of a good English family 
of clergymen,' Swift was bora in Dublin in 1667, 
aeven montha after the death of his father, who had 
come to practise there as a lawyer. The boy went 
to school at Kilkenny, and aiterwards to Trinity 
College, Dublin, where he got a degree with difficulty, 
and was wild, and witt y, and poor. In 1688, by the 
recommendation of his mother. Swift was received 
into the family of Sir William Temple, who had 
. known Mrs. Swift in Ireland. He left his patron in 
1693, and the next year took orders in Dabtin. Bat 
he threw up the flmall Irish preferment which he got 
and returned to Temple, in whose family he remained 
until Sir William's death in 1699. His hopes of 

' He Has from n yonnger branch of the Swifts of Yorkshire. 
Hii gTBiidflither, the BeT. Thomas Swift, Yioar of Qoodrich, in 
Heiefordshire, mfl^rcd for bia loyalty in Charles I.'* time. TbM 
gentleman married Elizabeth Dryden, a tnembec of the family at 
the poet. ^ Walter Scott gires, vlth his characteristic minute- 
neM in such points, the exact relatioDship belireen these &aiciii* 
men. Swift wai "the son of Dryden's second cousin." Swift, tocn 
was the enemy of Dryden's reputation. Witness the "Battle of 
the Books:" — "The difference was greatest among the hone," sayi 
be of the moderns, " where every private trooper pretended to the 
coDunand, from Tasso and Milton tn Dryden and Withers." And 
in " Poetry, a Bliapsody," he advises the poetaster to — 
" Bead aU the Fteiitce* of Dryden, 
For these oar critics much confide in. 
Though merely writ, at first, for filling. 
To raJMe the vohuoe's price a abining." 
« Conria Swift, you wUl never be a poet," was the phraae of 
IXryden to his kinsman, which remained alive in a memory tee^- 
cioua of such matters. 

B 2 



h. Google 



4 EKQLISH KtlHODItlSTS. 

advancement in England failing, Swift retnined to 
Ireland, and took the living of Laracor. Hither he 
invited Hester Johnson,^ Temple's natural daughter, 
with whom he liad contracted a tender firiendsMp, 
while they were both dependents of Temple's. And 
with an occasional visit to England, Swift now passed 
nine years at home. 

In 1709 he came to England, and, with a hrief 
visit to Ireland, duriog which he took possession of 
his deanery of St Patrick, he now passed five years 
in England, taking the most distinguished part in 
the political tnuuactions which terminated with the 
death of Queen Anne. Af^r her death, his party 
disgraced, and hia hopes of ambition over. Swift 
returned to Dublin, where he remained twelve years. 
In this time he wrote the famons " Drapier's Letters" 
and " GnUiver's Travels." He married Hester John- 
son, Stella, and buried Esther Yanhomrigh, Vanessa, 
who had followed him to Ireland from London, where 
she had contracted a violent passion for him. In 
1726 and 1727 Swift was in England, which he 
quitted for the last time on hearing of his wife's 
illness. Stella died in January, 1728, and Swift not 
until 1745, having passed the last five of the seventy- 



■ *■ Uiig Hettj " she wai called in the fomilj — vhere her Lux, 
and her dress, snd Sir Willmm'g treatment of her, all made th» 
leal &ct about her birth plain eDouf;I(j Sii William left bei; % 
thousand ponnda. 
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eight years of his life with an impaired intellect and 
keepers to vatoh him.' 

Tou know, of course, that Swift has had maoy 
hiographers ; his life has been told by the kindest 
and most good-natured of men, Scott, who admires 
but can't bring himself to love him; and by 
stout old Johnson,* who, forced to admit him into 



' Sometimea, during bis mental afflictton, he continued iralkiiig 
alwnt the bome for nuDj consecotiTe hoori ; Kmetimea he re- 
mained in a kind of torpor. At times, he would seem to atmggle 
to bring into distinct conscionsneBa, and efaape into expression, 
the intellect that lay Bmolhering under gloomy obstnictioa in him. 
A pier-glaiB fallinf; hj accident, nearly fell on him. He aaid, he 
wished it had I He once repeated, slowly, several times, " I am 
what 1 am." The last thing he wrote was an epigram on the 
bnilding of a magazine for arms and stores, which waa pointed 
ont to him at he went abroad dming his mental disease: — 

Behold a proof of Irish sense : 
Here Irish wit is seen ; 

When nothing's left that's worth defence, 
They build a magazine t 
* Bewdee Qteae Omons books of Scott's and Johnson's, there Is 
a ooptona " Life" by Thomas Sheridan (Dr. Johnson's "Sherry"), 
Aktber of Mchard Brinsley, and son of that good-natured, clever, 
Irish, Dr. Thomas Sheridan, Swift's intimate, who lost his chap- 
li^n^ hf so nnlnckUy choosing fbr a text on the Icing's birthday, 
" Bnffldent for the day is the evil thereof!" Not to mention 
less important works, there is also the " Remarks on the Lifta and 
Writings of I>r. Jonathan Swift," by that polite and dignified 
writer, the Earl of Orrery. His lordship is s^d to bare striven 
tor literary renown, cliiefly that he might make up for the alight 
. passed on him by his father, who left his library away from bim. 
It is to be feared that the ink he used to wash oat that stain only 
mado It look bigger. Be had, however, known Swift, and corre- 
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6 EKOLISR BDHOimiSTS. 

the company of poets, receives the fiunoua Irish- 
man, and takes off his hat to him with a bow 
of surly recognition, scans him from jnead to foot, 
and passes over to the other side of the street. 
Dr. Wilde of Dublin,* who h»s written a most in- 
teresting Tolume on the closing years of Swift's 
life, calls Johnson " the most malignant of his 
biographers:" it is not easy for an English critic 
to please Irishmen — perhaps to try and please them. 
And yet Johnson truly admires Swift : Johnson 
does not quarrel with Swift's change of poUticSj 
or doubt his sincerity of religion : about the famous 
Stelk and Vanessa controversy the Doctor does not 
bear very hardly on Swift. But he conld not give 



Eponded with people who knew him. Bis work (which itppearad 
in 1751) provoked e, good deal of controversy, calliiig out, amODg 
other l/Tochurtt, the intereiting " ObaervationB on Lord Orrerj'i 
EemarkB," be, of Dr. Delany. 

■ Dc. Wilde'a book waa vrittea on the occniion of the renmint 
of Swift and Stella being broii^t to the light of dny — a thing 
which happened In 1835, when certwn work* goiug on in Bt. 
Patrick'B Cathedral, Dublin, aObrded an opportnnit/ of their bdng 
examined. One heart with lurpriae of tbete Bknlli "going Ibe 
Tonndi" ot boosei, and being made the otgectB of dilellaitte cuii- 
otity. The larynx of Swift wai actually carried off] Fbreno- 
logists had a low opiiuon of hit intellect, from the oburvationi 
they took. 

Dt. Wilde tracei the lymptomi of ill-health in Swift, as detailed 
In hia wrltingi from time to time. He obaerrei, likewiw, that the 
ikull gave evidence of " diaeesed action" of the brain dnrii^ life— 
anch w would be produced by an incieasliig toidency to " ceiehral 
congeitiDn." 
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the Dean that honest hand of hb ; the stout old man 
puts it into his breast, and moves oflF from him.' 

Would we have liked to Htc with him ? That is 
a question which, in dealing with theae people's 
works, and thinking of their lives and peculiarities, 
©very reader of biographies must put to himself. 
Would you have liked to be a friend of the great 
Dean ? I should like to have been Shakspeare's shoe- 
black—just to have lived in his house, just to have 
worshipped him — to have run on his erraodB, and 
seen that sweet aerepe face. I should like, as a 
young man, to have lived on Fielding's staircase in 
the Temple, and afler helping him up to bed perhaps, 
and opening his door with his latch-key, to have 
shaken hands with him in the morning, and heard 
bim UdY and crack jokes over his breakfast and his 
mug of small beer. Who would not give something 
to pass a night at the club with Johnson, and Gold- 
smith, and James Boswell, Esq., of Auchinleck? 
The charm of Addison's companionship and convex 
sation has passed to us by fond tradition — but Swift? 
If you had been his inferior in parts (and that, with 
a great respect for all persons present, I fear is only 
Tery likely), his equal in mere social station, he 

' "He [Dr. JahnBon] seemed to me to hare on mmccoiintsble 
pr^tidice ajpiiiist Swift ; for 1 once took the Itbertj to aak liim if 
8«l(t had perBonBlly offended him, and he told me he had not."— 
BoswxLL'a Tour to tie Htbrida. 



8 EnaUBH EDHOimlSTa 

would liave bullied, scorned, and insolted yoa; if, 
nndeterred by hU great reputation, you had met him 
like a man, he would have quaUed before you,* and 
not had the pluck to reply, and gone home, and 
years after written a foul epigram about you — ■ 
watched for you in a sewer, and come out to assail 
yon with a coward's blow and a dirty bludgeon. If 
you had been a lord with a blue riband, who flattered 
his vanity, or could help his ambition, be would have 
been the most delightful company in the world. He 
would have been so manly, so sarcastic, so bright, odd, 

' Few men, to be Bure, dared tiaa experiment, bat jet theii 
BQCCesB was encouraging. One gentleman made a point of asking 
the Dean, whether his uncle Godwin had not giren him his 
edncaldoD. Swift, who haled that snbjecC cocdiallf, and, indeed, 
cared litUe for liia kindred, aaid, Bteml;, " Yea ; he gave me the 
edncation of a dog." "Then, bit," cried the other, striking hli 
fl»t on the table, " you have not the gratitude of a dog I " 

Other occasions there were when a bold fiice gare the Bean 
pauBe. even nAer hia Irish almoat-rojal poaidoa waB eatabliahed. 
Bat he brooght himself into greater danger on a certain occaeioii, 
and the amnuog circunutancea may b« oobb more repeated here. 
He had nnspariiigly lashed the notable Dublin lawyer, Mr. Serjeant 
BettHworth— 

" So, at the bar, the booby Betteiwortli, 
Though half-a-cTown out-pays hia sweat's worth, 
Who knows in law nor teit nor margent, 
CaUs Singleton his brotlier-seijeant 1 " 
The Setjeant, It ia a^, swore to have his life. He presented 
himaelf at the deanery. The Bean asked his oame, " Sir, I am 
Seijeant Bett-ea-wortb." 

" Jb what regiment, pray f" asked Swift. 

A guard of Toluuteers Ibrmcd themselres to de&nd the Dean 
at thig time. 
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and original, tliat you might think he had no object 
in view but the indulgence of his humour, and that 
he was the most reckless, simple creature in the world. 
How he would have torn your enemies to pieces 
for yon I and made fun of the Opposition ! His 
servility was so boisterous that it looked like inde- 
pendence;^ he would have done your errands, but 
with the air of patronizing you, and afler fighting 
your battles masked in the street or the press, would 
have kept on his hat before your wife and daughters 
in the drawing-room, content to take that sort of pay 
for his tremendous services as a brave* 



' "Bnt, my Hamilton, I ■will neyer hide the freedom of mj 
eentlmeata from you. I am much iacliaed to helieve UuiC the 
temper of my IHend Swift might occasion his English friends to 
wish him happily and properly promoted at a distance. Hil 
■pint, for I would give it the proper name, wai ever mitractable. 
He motioM of hi» genitu were often irregular. He aunmed 
more the lur of a patron than of a friend. He afFteted rather 
to dictate than advige." — Ohebbt. 

*...." An anecdote which, though only told by Mrs. Filking- 
ton, is wdl attested, bean, that the last time he was in London 
he went to dine with the Bari of Burlington, who was but newly 
married. The Earl, it ie lapposed, being willing to have a little 
diversion, did not inttodnce bim to his lady nor mention his name. 
After dJaner said tbe Dean, ' Lady Burlington, I hear yon can 
sing ; siag me a song,' The lady looked on this unceremonions 
manner of ashing a favour with diitaste, and positively refused. 
Be said, ' She should sing, or he would make her. Why, madam, 
I sappose yon take me. for one of your poor English hedge* 
parsons ; sing when I bid you.' As the Earl did nothing bnt 
laugh at this freedom, the lady was so vexed that she burst into< 
tears and relired. His first compliment to her when he taw her 
again ira«, 'Ptay, madam, are yon at pnrad and ill-D.atoied now 
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10 BHQIJSH HUKOUBISTS. 

He aays as mnch himaelf in one of his letters to 
Bolingbroke : — "All my endeavours to distinguish 
myself were only for want of a great title and for- 
toue, that I might be used like a lord by those who 
have an opioipa of my parts ; whether right or wrong 
is no great matter. And so the reputation of wit 
and great learning does the ofEce of a blue riband or 
a coach and six, " ' 

Could there be a greater candour ? It is an oatlawi 
who says, " These are my brains ; with these 1 11 
win titles and compete with fortune. These are my 
bullets; these 111 turn into gold;" and ha hears 
the sound of coaches and six, takes the road like 

u wbeu I uw yim Isat? ' To which ihs suiwered with great 
good-hnmow, 'No, Mr. Deooi 111 sing for you it yon plea*e.' 
From which time be conceived a great eitaem for her." — Scott's 

Xi/e "He bad not the leait tiuctim of vanity in hii con- 

Teraation. Be wai, perbapa, aa he said liimtelf, too proud to be 
-vaio. When be waa polite, it wm in a manner entirely hii own. 
In hi* Mendahipi lie was coDitant and nndiaguiied. He wsa the 
Bune in his enmitiofl/' — Obkukt. 

■ "I make no fignra bnt at court, where I aOeot to turn team a 
lord to the meanest of my acqufuntancei." — Journal to SteBa. 

" 1 am plagued with bad authors, Terse and prose, who send ma 
thdi books and poems, the vilest I ever sawi but I bave given 
their names to my man, never to let them see me."-^iHiniaJ to 
SttUa. 

Tlie following cnrions paragraph illnstratea the life of a 
conrtier; — 

"Did I ever tell yon that the Lord Treasurer bears ill with the 
left eai just as I do? .... I dare not tell him that I am so, sir; 
forftar he should thinA that J cotattrfeited to rnatt any court 1 "— 
Jaumai to Sitlia, 
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MacliE^th, and makes society stand and deUrer. 
Tliey are all on their knees before him. Down go 
my lord bishop's apron, and his Grace's blae riband> 
and my lady's brocade petticoat in the mnd. He 
eases tiie one of a living, the other of a patent place, 
the third of a little snug post about the Court, and 
gives them over to followers of his own. The great 
prize has not come- yet The coach with the mitre 
and crosier in it, which he intends to have for hit 
share, has been delayed on the way from St James's ; 
and he waits and wute until nightfall, when his 
nmners come and tell him tiiat the coach has taken 
a different road, and escaped him. So he £res his 
pistols into the air with a curse, and rides away into 
hia own country.^ , 

* Tbe *rat of pamphlett wu carried on fiercelj on one ilde and 
the other: and the Whig attacks niade tbe mlnlttry SiriTt lerved 
■very Bore. BoUngbroke laid hold of sereral of the Opposition 
pamphleteere, and bewails their " fitotttioiUDeu " in tbe fbllowing 
letterj 

" BoLUKiBKOKa TO IBS Easl or Btaxrwoan. 

" WAilehall, July 23rd; I7ia. 
" It i« a melancholy condderatton that tbe laws of oar coontiy 
are too we^k to paaish eflbctnally those iactiUoiu icribblers, who 
preiome to blacken the brightest characters, and to gire eren 
Reuniloiia Ungnage to those irho are'in the first degrees of honour, 
Thil, mj lord, among others, is a symptom of the decayed con- 
dition <»r our government, and lerres to show how fatally we 
tQistake UcentioninesB fbr liberty. All I could do was to take np 
Hart, tbe printer, to send him to Newgate, and to bind him over 
npon bail to be pnwecated] this I have donej and if I can snire 
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12 SNaLISH BHUorBISTB. 

Swift's seems to me to be as good a came to point 
8 moral or adorn a tale of ambitioD, as anj hero's 
that ever lived and failed. But we must remember 
that the morality was lax — that other gentlemen 
besides himself took the road in his day — that 
public society was in a strange disordered condition, 
and the State was ravaged by other coodottierL 
The Boyne was being fought and won, and lost — 

a,t kgal proof against the author Ridpath, he aball bftve the ume 



Swiil vas not iKhind his Uluitrions friend in this -rlrtnou 
indignation. In the historj of the foar laat yeaxa of the Queen, 
the Dean apeoks in the most edifying manner of the licentions- 
nesi of the preia and the abiuiTe language of the other party; 

" It must be acknovledged that the bad practices of printeri 
have been anch as to deserve the severest animadversioQ from 

the ptLbltc The adverse party, full of lage and leisofe 

since theii foil, and ODSinimous in their caoae, employ a set of 
irriten by iulwcription, who are well versed in bJI the topics 
of defiunatioD, and have a style and geoius levelled to the gene- 

TsJity of their readera However, the miachiefa of the 

preaa were too exorbitant ta be cured by such a remedy as a tax 
upon small papers, and a bill for a much more effectual regulation 
of it was brought into tbe House of Commona, bnt ao late in the 
lesaion that there waa co time to pass it, for there always appeared 
an nnwillingnesB to cramp overmuch the liberty of the press." 

But to a clause in the proposed bill, that tbe names of authors 
should be set to every printed book, pamphlet, or paper, bis 
reverence objeeti altogether, for, aay a he, "beside tbe objection 
to this clause Ihim the practice of pions men, who, in publishing 
excellent writingi for the service of religion, have chosen, out qf 
an himbU Christian spirit, to conceal their nann, it is certain that 
oU persons of true genius or knowledge have an invincible modesty 
and suspicion of tbemcelves upon first sending their thoagbts into 
the world." 
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the bells rung in William's victory, in the very 
same tone trith whicli they would have pealed for 
James's. Men were loose apon politics, and had to 
shift for themaelTes, They, as well as old belie& ' 
and institutioDs, had lost their moorings and gone ; 
adrift in Uie storm. As in the Sonth Sea Bubble 
almost every body gambled ; as in the Railway mania 
— not many centuries ago — almost every one took his 
unlucky share; a man of that time, of the vast 

This "inyincible xooiestj" was no doubt tlia sole reason which 
induced tlie Dean to beep the lecret of fhe " Diapier'a Letten" and 
a hundred humble ChriatiHO worka of which he wu the anthoc. Aa 
for the Oppoiition,theDoclar was for deahngaeverelj with them: 
he writes to Stella: — 

JOUHHAL. LsTT£R "^TY. 

" London, March 2Slh, 1710-11. 

" We hare let Goiscard be buried at last, after ihowin; 

him pickled in a trough tlua fortnight for twopence a piece ; and 
the Mlow that showed would point to his body and aaj, ' See, 
gentlemen, this is the wonnil that was given him by his Grace the 
Duke of Ormond; ' and, 'Tbiiis the wound,' &c.; and then the 
■how wag oyer, and another set of rabble came in. "Tis hard 
that OUT laws woold not sufl^r os to hang his body fu chains, 
becanse he was not tried; and in the eye of the law cTery man 
]■ innocent till then." • • • » 

JouBUju. Letter XXvil. 

'■ LoHdat, Jvlg 2itk, 1711. 
"I WB8 this afternoon with Mr. Secretary at his office, and 
helped to hinder a roan of bis pardoo, who is condemned for a 
rape. The Under Secretary was willing to save him; but I told 
the SecNtary he could not pardon bim without a fkvourable 
report fton die Jadge-, besides he was aSddler, and consequently 
a logne, and deserved hanging for something else, and so he shall 
swing," 
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talents and ambidon of SvfiSt, could scarce do other- 
Trise than grasp at his prize, and make Ms spring at 
his opportnnity. His bittemesB, his scorn, his rage> 
his sabseqneDt misanthropy, are ascribed by some 
pan^jrists to a deliiserate conviction of mankind's 
nniTorthiness, and a desire to amend them by casti- 
' gatmg. His youth was hitter, as that of a great 
/ genius botmd down by ignoble ties, and powerless in 
/ a mean dependence ; his age was bitter,' like that of 
a great genius that had fonght the battle and nearly 
won it, and lost it, and thought of it afterwards writh- 
ing in a lonely exile. A man may attribute to the 
gods, if he likes, what is caused by his own fury, or 
disappointment, or self-will. What public man — 
what statesman projecting a coup — what king deter- 
mined on an invasion of his neighbour — what satirist 
meditating an onslaught on society or an individual, 
can't ^ve a pretext for his move? There was a 
French general the other day who proposed to march 
into this country and put it to sack and pillage, in 
revenge for humanity outraged by our conduct at 
Copenhagen — there is always some excuse for men 
of the aggressive turn. They are of their nature 
warlike, predatory, eager for fight^ plunder, do- 



' It was liii coQBtimt practice to keep bit 'birth-day aa a da; of 
moaming. 
' " These derik of Grub-street rogues, fliat write the Flyjng-Post 
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A3 fierce a beak and talon an ever stmck — as 
strong a wing as ever beat^ belonged to Swiil. I am 
glad, for one, that fate wrested the prey oot of hia 
claws, and cat his wings and chained him. One can 
gaze, and not without awe and pity, at the lonely 
eagle chained behind the bars. 

That Swift was bom at No. 7, Hoey's-conrt, Dub* 
lin, on the 30th November, 1667, is a certain fiwt, of 
which nobody will deny the sister island the honour 
and glory ; bnt, it seems to me, he was no more an 
Irishman than a man bom of English parents at 
Calcutta is a Hindoo.* Gk>ld3mitb was an Irishman, 

SDd Hedlej' in one paper, will not be quiet Thej are tlwajs 
manliiig Lord Treanuer, Lord Bolingbroke, and me. We have 
tbe dog qnder pmcecutioii, but Boliagbroks ii not acttTe enough) 
bnt I hope to iwinge bim. He u a Scotch rogue, one Kdpath. 
They get oot npon bail, and write on. We take them again, and 
get freeh Iiul; so it goes roond." — Joartud to SteBa. 

' Swiit was by no means Inclined to forget such considerationi; 
and iiis Engiiah birth mokes Its mark, strlklnglj enough, eTery 
now and then In hli wriUugg. Tbng in a letter to Pope (Boon's 
Svifl, ToL iiT , p. 97), he says — 

" We hare had your Tolume of letters .... Some of thoM who 
highly Talne you, and a few who knew yon penoaally, are grieved 
to find yon make no dlBtinctlou between the English gentry of thla 
kingdom; and the aaTage old Irish (who are only the Tulgar, and 
some gentlemen who live in the Irish parts of the kingdom); bat 
the English colonies, who are three parte lu four, are much more 
dvilized than many conntjes In England, and speak better English, 
and are mnch better bred." 

And again, in the foortb Drapier's Letter, we have tbe fblloW' 
ing:— 

"A short paper, printed at Bristol, and reprinted here, reporta 
Ur. Wood to say ' that he wonders at the impudence and iniolence 
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and always an Irishman : Steele was an Irishman, and 
always an Irishman : Swift's heart was English and 
- in England, his habits English, his lo^c eminently 
English; his statement is elaborately simple; lie - 
shuns tropes and metaphors, and uses his ideas and 
words with a wise thrift and economy, aa he used hia 
money ; with which he conld be generous and splen- 
did upon great occasions, but which he husbanded 
■when there was no need to spend it. He never 
indulges in needless extravagance of rhetoric, lavish 
epithets, profuse imagery. He lays hia opinion he- 
fore yon with a grave simplicity and a perfect neat- 
ness.^ Dreading ridicule too, as a man of his humour 

of the Iroh, in reftiaing his coin.' When by tie way, it is the true 
Bngliitk people of Ireland vho refhse it, olthongh we take it jbr 
granted that the Mth wilt do go too wlteDever they ore Mked." — 
Scott'b Sw\ft, ToL It. p. 143. 

He goes further, in a good-humoured satirical paper, " On Bar- 
liaTom Denominations io Ireland," where (after abusing, aa he was 
wont, the Scotcli cadence, as well as expression,) he advanceB to 
the " Iriah brogue," and speaking of the "censure" which it brings 
down, says; — 

" And what is yet worse, it is too well known that the had con- 
Hquence of this opinion affects those among us who ue not tha 
least liable to such reproaches jkrther than the misibrtiuie of being 
horn in Ireland, allhongh of English parents, and whose edncatioii 
has been chiefly in that kingdom." — Ibid. toL vii. p. 149. 

Bnt, indeed, if we are to make anything of Bace at all, we moat 
call that man an Englishman whose &ther comes from an old Torfe- 
■hire fiimily, and Mb mother &oni an old X«iceBlershire one ! 

■ '■ The style of his couTersation was very much of a piece with 
that of his writings, concise and clear and strong. Being one day 
at a SheritTs feast, who amongst olbei toasta called out to him, 
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— above all an Englisliman of his hnmour — certainly 
would, he 13 afraid to tise the poetical power which 
be really possessed; one often fancies in reading him 
that he dares not be eloqnent when he might; that 
he does not speak above his voice, as it were, and the 
tone of society. 

His initiation into politics, his knowledge of busi- 
ness, his knowledge of polite life, his acq^umntance 
with literature even, which he could not have pursued 
very sedulously daring that reckless career at Dnblin, 
Swift got under the roof of Sir William Temple. He 
was fond of telling in after life what quantities of 
books he devoured there, and how King William 
taught him to cat asparagus in the Butch fashion. 
It was at Skene and at Moor Park, with a salary of 
twenty pounds and a dinner at the upper servants' 
table, that this great and lonely Swift passed a ten 
years' apprenticeship — wore a cassock that was only 



'Hi. DeaD, The trade of Irelandl' He aosvered quick: 'Sir, I 
drink no memoriea 1 ' 

** Happening to be in company with a petnlant Tonng man who 
prided himself on eaTingpert tbings . . . and wtio cried out — 'Ton 
mnat know, Mr. Dean, that Isetnp for a wit?' 'Do you so,' sajs 
the Dean, 'take mjadrice, and sit down agaJn!' 

" At another time, being in company, where a lad; wlusking her 
long train [long traia« were then in bsliion] swept down a Sue 
fiddle and broke it ; Swift cried ont— 

" Uantna vie miaera niminm Ticina Cremonn 1 " 
— Dr. DBLiBT. ObHrvaliam upon Lord Orrery'* " Rtmarh, ^c." 
in Saift. London, 1754. 
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not a livery — bent down a knee as prond as Lucifer's 
to supplicate my lady'B good graces, or run on liis 
honour's errands.' It wa« here, as he was writing at 
Temple's table, or following his patron's walk, that 
he saw and heard the men who had governed the 
great world — ^measured himself with them, looking up 
from his silent comer, gauged their brains, weighed 
their wits, turned them, and tried them, and marked 
them. Ah I what platitudes he must have heard! 
what feeble jokes I what pompous commonplaces I 
what small men they must have seemed under those 
enormous periwigs, to the swarthy, uncouth, silent 
Irish secretary. I wonder whether it ever struck 
Temple that that IrishmaJi was his master ? I sup- 
pose that dismal conviction did not present itself under 
the ambrosial wig, or Temple could never have lived 
with Swi& Swiii sickened, rebelled, left the service 
— ate humble pie and came back again ; and so for 
ten years went on, gathering learning, swallowing 
scorn, and submitting with a stealthy rage to his 
fortune. 

Temple's style is the perfection of practised and 
easy good-breeding. If he does not penetrate very 



1 "Don't yoM rememlier how I tued to be In pain when Sir 
William Temple woald look cold and oat of hwnoor tat three 
or foor dajt, and I uud to iiupect a bondred reaioag? I hare 
plucked up mj ipirita since then, faitb ; he spoiled a flne gentle- 
Qiau." — Journal to Sltlia, 
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deeply into a subject, he professes a very gentlemanly 
acqnEUDtauce with it; if lie makes rather a parade 
of Latin, it was the custom of his day, as it was the 
custom for a gentleman to envelope his head in a 
periwig and Ms hands in lace ruffles. If he wears 
buckles and square-toed shoes, be steps in ihem with 
a consnmmatfi grace, and yon never hear th^ creak, 
or find them treading upon any lady's train or any 
rival's heels in the Cotirt crowd. When that grows 
too hot or too agitated for him, he politely leaves it. 
He retires to his retreat of Shene or Moor Park j 
and lets the King's party, and the Prince of Orange's 
party battle it out among themselves. He reveres 
the Sovereign (and no man perhaps ever testified to 
his loyalty by so elegant a bow); he admires the 
Prince of Orange; but there is one person whose 
ease and comfort he loves more than all the princes 
in Christondom, and that valuable member of society 
is himself Gulielmns Temple, Baronettus. One sees 
him in his retreat ; between his study-chair and his 
tulip beda,^ clipping his apricots and pruning his 

' . . , " The Eplcnieaiii trera more intelligible in thdr notkiD, 
and fortunate in their expref eioD, when tbe^ placed a man's happl- 
neia in the trangnillltj of hia mind and indolence of bodj ; for 
irhile we are composed of both, I doabt both most haT« a ihare 
in the good or UI we feel. As men of lereral langiuKef ■a; the 
same things in rerj different words, so in several ages, coontrles, 
constitntiona of laws and religion, the same Oiing seerai to be 
meant by Tery diflferent expreisionB ; what ia called by the Stoics 
apathy, or cUspaauon; by the sceptics, indisturbance ; by tba 
3 
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essays, — the statesman, the ambassador &o more; 
bat the philosopher, the Epicurean, the fine geotle- 
man and courtier at St. James's as at Sliene; where 
in place of kings and fair ladies, he pays his court to 
the Ciceronian majesty ; or walks a minuet with the 
Epic Muse ; or dallies by the south wall with the 
ruddy nymph of gardens. 

MoliniitB, qnietjam ; tf oommon men, peace of consdence, — wemi 

all to mean buC great tranquillit; of mind For tliii reason 

Epicunu pasted his life irhoHf in his garden : there he studied, 
there he exercised, there he taught hia phil(Moph7; and, indeed, no 
other sort of ahode seemi to contribnte so much to tnth the tran- 
quillit]' of mind and indolaice of body, which he made hia chief 
ends. The nreetneas of the lur, the pleasantneai of smell, the ver- 
dure of plants, the deaaneas and lightness of food, the exerdse of 
working or walking ; hut, above all, the exemption from carei and 
solicitude, seem equally to favour and improve both contemplation 
and health, the enjoyment of sense and imagination, and thereby the 

quiet and ease hoth of the body and mind. Where Paradise 

was has been much debated, and little agreed ; but what sort of 
place is meant by it may perhaps easier be conjectured. It seems 
to have been a Persian word, since Xenophon and other Greek 
antbors'' mention it as what was mnch in use and deUght among 
the kings of those eastern countries. Strabo describing Jericho : 
' Rd est palmetom, coi immiitie sont etiam alin stirpes hortenses, 
locos ferai palmis abondans, spatio stadiorum centom, totus irri- 
guns, ihi est Begis Balsami paradisus.'" — Etiay on Garden*. 

In the same famous essay Temple speaks of a fiiend, whose 
conduct and prudence he characteristically admires. 

. ..." I thought it very prudent in a gentleman of my friends 
In Staflbrdshire, who is a great lover of bis garden, to pretend no 
higher, though his soil be good enough, than to the perfection of 
ploms i and in these (by bestowing south walla upon them) he has 
Toy well succeeded, which he could never have done in attempts 
upon peaches and grapes ; and a goodpluia it certainly belter tha» 
an illptach," 
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Temple eeems to have received and exacted a pro* 
digious deal of veneration from hb honsehold, and 
to have been coaxed, and warmed, and cnddled by 
the people round about him, as delicately as any of 
the plants which he loved. When he fell ill in 1693, 
the household was aghast at his indisposition; mild 
Dorothea his wife, the best companion of the best of 



" Mild Dorothea, peacefu], vue, and great. 
Trembling beheld the doQbtM hand of tate." 

As for Dorinda, his sister, — 

" ThoM who would giief describe, might come and trace 

Its watery footatepa in Dorinda'a face. 

To lee her weep, joj everj &£e fonook, 

And grief flung Babies oa each menial look. 

The hnmble tribe mourned for the quickening eonl, 

That furnished life and ipirit through the whole." 

Isn't that line in which grief is described as putting 
the menials into a moumiiig livery, a fine image ? 
One of the menials wrote it, who did not like that 
Temple livery nor those twenty-pound wages. Can- 
not one fancy the uncouth young servitor, with down- 
cast eyes, books and papers in hand, following at his 
Honour's heels in the garden walk ; or taking his 
Honour's orders as he stands by the great chair, 
where Sir William has the gout, and his feet all 
blistered with moxa ? When Sir William has the 
gout or scolds it must be hard work at the second 
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table ;^ the Irish secretary owned as much after- 
wards: and when he came to dhmer, how he must 

' SviPT'a Tbouost* ok HAMaiHa. 

(_Dirtetii/iii to Sermaita.') 

" tfo grow old In the office of a footmau i( tlie Ugbeit of all 
Indli^tiei g therefbrs, when jon flnd yean coming on witboat 
hopes of a place ftt court, a command in the army, a locceHiou to 
the itcwardahlp, ui emplo;iiient in the reTenoe (vhich two last 
Ton cannot obtain without reading and writdog), or running amy 
vitli your tnaater'B nieca or daughter, I directly adriie you to go 
upon the road, which Is the only post of honour left you ; there 
you will meet many of your old comrades, and live a short lii^ and 
a merry one, and nt&king a figure at your eiit, wherein I will giro 
you some instructiooa. 

" The last advice I give you relate* to youi beharioor when yon 
aie going to be hanged ; which, either for robbing your master, 
ibr houtebreaking, or going upon the highway, or lo a drunken 
quarrel by killing the flnt man you meet, may Tery probably be 
your lot, and i» owing to one of these three qualities : either a 
lore of good fellowship, a generoaity of mind, or too much viracity 
of spirits. Tour good behavionr on, this article will concern yonr 
whole community : deny the fact with all solemnity of impreca- 
tions : a hundred of your brethren, if tbey can be admitted, will 
attoid about the bar, and be ready upon demand to give yon a 
character before the Court ; let nothing prevail ou you to confess, 
Intt the promiie of a pardon for diicorering your comrades : but t 
iappo«e all this to be in vaio ; for if you escape now, yonr fate 
will be the sazne another day. Get a speech to be written by the 
belt author of Newgate : some of your kind wenches will proride 
yon with a hoUaud shirt aod white cap, crowned with a crimson 
or black ribbon : take leave ctieerfully of all your friends in New- 
gate: mount the cart with courage; Ml on your knees; lift up 
your eyes t hold a book in your hands, although you cannot read a 
word ; deny the tact at the gallows ; kiss and forgive the hang- 
man, and so fiirewell ; you shall be buried in pomp at the charge of 
the frat«mity : the surgeon ibatl not touch a limb of you ; and 
your &me iball continue until a successor of equal renown auo- 
ceeds In yonr place. ." 
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have lafibed and growled and torn the hoasebold with 
his gibes and scorn I What would the steward say 
ahoat the pride of them Irish BchoIIards — and this 
one had got no great credit even at his Irish college, 
if the truth were known — and what a contempt his 
Excellency's own gentleman mnst have had for Par- 
son Teagne from Dublin. (The valeta and chaplains 
were always at war. It is hard to say which Swift 
thought the more contemptible.) And what must 
have been the sadnesB, the sadneas and terror, of the 
housekeeper's little daughter with the curling black 
ringlets and the sweet smiling face, when the secre- 
tary who teaches her to read and write, and whom 
she lovea and reverences above all things — above 
mother, above mild Dorothea, above that tremendous 
Sir William in his square-toes and periwig, — when 
Mr, Swift comes down from his master with rage in 
his heart, and has not a kind word even for little 
Hester Johnson ? 

Perhaps, for the Irish secretary, his Excellency's 
condescension was even more cruel than his frowns. 
Sir William would perpetually quote Latm and the 
ancient classics h propos of his gardens and his Dutch 
statues and plates bandes, and talk about Epicurus 
and Diogenes Laertius, Julius Csssar, Semiramist and 
the gardens of the Hesperides, Maecenas, Strabo de- 
scribing Jericho, and the Assyrian kings. A propos 
of beansjjhe would mention Fythagoras's precept to 
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abstain from beans, and tbat this precept probably 
meant that wise men sbonld abst^ from public 
affurs. He is a placid Epicurean; Ae is a Fjtba- 
gorean philosopher ; he \9 a. wise man — that is the 
deduction. Does not Swift think so? One can 
imagine the downcast eyes lifted up for a moment, 
and the flash of scorn which they emit. Swift's eyes 
were as azure as the heavens ; Pope says nobly (as 
everything Pope said and thought of his friend was 
good and noble)) " His eyes are as azure as the 
heavens, and have a charming archness in them." 
And one person in that household, that pompous 
stately kindly Moor Park, saw heaven nowhere 
else. 

But the Temple amenities and solemnities did not 
agree with Swift. He was half-killed with a surfeit 
of Shene pippins; and in a garden-seat which he 
devised for himself at Moor Park, and where he de- 
voured greedily the stock of books within his reach,. 
he caught a vertigo and dea&ess which punished 
and tormented him through life. He could not bear 
the place or the servitude. Even in that poem of 
courtly condolence, ftom which we have quoted a 
few lines of mock melancholy, he breaks out of the 
ftmereal procession with a mad shriek, as it were, and 
rushes away crying his own grief, cursing his own 
fate, foreboding madness, and forsaken by fortune, 
and even hope. 
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I don't know anything more melancboly than the 
letter to Temple, in which, after having broke from 
his bondage, the poor wretch crouches piteoosly to- 
wards his cage again, and deprecates his master's 
anger. He asks for testimonials for orders. " The 
particulars required of me are what relate to morals 
and learning; and the reasons of qoitting yoor 
Honour's family — that is whether the last was oc- 
casioned by any ill action. They are left entirely to 
your Honour's mercy, though in the first I think I 
cannot reproach myself for anything further tlian for 
infirmities. This is all I dare at present beg from 
your Honour, under circumstances of life not worth 
your regard: what is left me to wish (next to the 
health and prosperity of your Honour and family) 
is that Heaven would one day allow me the oppor- 
tunity of leaving my acknowledgments at your feet. 
I beg mj most humble duty and service be presented 
to my ladies, your Honour's lady and sister." — Can 
prostration fall deeper? could a slave bow lower?' 

' " He condnved in Sii William Temple's liome till the deaOi c^ 
that great man." — Anecdotei iff the Famly of Saift, by the DB*ir, 

" It has eince pleased God to take tbii great and good person to 
himself. "—fVe/oce to TempWa Worlia. 

On all public occasions, Svifl speaks of Sir William in the tame 
toQ& Bat the reader will better understand hoir acntelj he re- 
membered the indignitiea he suffered in bis household, item the 
•ntjjoined extracts from the Jmmtal to Stella: — 

" I called at Mr. Secretary the other day, to see what the d 

lUled him on Sunday: I made him a ret; proper ipeech; tdd 
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Twenty years afterwards Bishop Kennet, describing 
the same mitii, says, " Dr. Swift came into the coffee- 
hoose and had a tow from everybody bat ma 
When I came to the antechamber [at Conrt] to wait 
before prayers, Dr. Swift was the principal man of 
talk and business. He was soliciting the Earl of 
Arran to speak to his brother, the Duke of Ormond, 
to get a place for a clergyman. He was promising 
Mr. Thorold to undertake, with mj Lord Treasurer, 
that he should obtain a salary of 2001. per annum 
as member tsf the English Church at Rotterdam. 
He stopped F. Qwynne, Esq., going in to the Queen 



Tiitn I observed lie wm mncli out of temper, ttiaC I did not expect 
he wonld ttM me the caose, but would be glad to see be «m in 
better i and one tbmg 1 warned him of — iieTer to appear cold to 
me, for I would not be treated lllce a scboolboj' ; Ibat I bad felt 
too much of that in my life eheadj" (meaniny SirWiUiamTempIe% 
tec &e.—J-}umU to SteUa. 

" I am tbinking vbat ft veneration we used to hare for Sic 
TnUiam Temple because he might hare been Secretafy of State 
at flfty ) and here is « jonng fellow bardlj tliirtj in that employ- 
ment"— iSfi 

" The Secretaiy is aa easy with me as Mr. Afldison was. 1 
bare oiten thougtit what a splatter Sir WlUiam Temple makes 
•hoQt being Beeretary of State," — Ibid. 

" Lord TreMnrer ha» had an ogly fit of the f hemnatism, but is 
now quite well. I waa playing st one-and'thirb/ with him and hla 
AoDlly the other night. He gave na all twelrepence apiece to be^ 
withi itpirtmeinmlndofSJf William Temple."— .Bii 

" I thought I saw Jock Temple {nepheu> to Sir William] and bis 
wife pass by me to-day in their coach ; bat I took no notice of 
them. I am giftd I hare wholly shaken off that fitmily." — S, to S., 
a^L, 1710. 
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with the red bag, and told him aloud, he had some- 
thing to say to him from my Lord Treasurer. He 
took out his gold watch, and telliog the time of day, 
complained that it was very late. A gentleman said 
he was too fast. ' How can I help it,' says the 
doctor, * if the courtiers give me a watch that won't 
go right?' Then he instructed a young nohleman, 
that the best poet in England was Mr. Pope (a 
Papist), who had begun a translation of Homer into 
English, for which he would have them all sabacribe t 
' For,' says he, ' he shall not begm to print till I 
have a thousand guineas for him." Lord Treaflurer, 
after leaving the Queen, came through the room, 
beckoning Dr. Swift to follow him, — both went off 
just before prayers." There 'a a little malice in the 
Bishop's "just before prayers." 

This picture of the great Dean seems a true one, 
and is harsh, though not altogether unpleasant. He 
was doing good, and to deserving men too, in the 
midst of these intrigues and triumphs. His journals 
and a thousand anecdotes of him relate his kind 



' " Swift miut be allowed," saji Dr. Johiuon, "for a time, to ' 
have dictated the political opioioai of the Eogliidi natioo." 

A converaation on the Dean's pamphlets excited one of tbe 
Doctor'a lireliest salliea. " One, in particular, praiied hii 'CoU' 
duct of the AlUe*.'— JoHHBOH: 'Sir, hi* 'CondncE of the Allie«' 

is a performance of yatj little ability. Whj, (ii, Tom 

Daviei might have mitten the ' Conduct of the AiLet 1 ' "— Bo*- 
WBii's L\fe qfjokiutm. 
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acts and rough nuuaners. His hand was comtanilj 
stretched out to relieye an honest man — he was 
cfintioas abont his money, but ready. — If you were 
in a strait wonld you like such a benefactor? I 
think I would rather have had a potato and a friendly 
word &om Goldsmith than have been beholden to 
the Dean for a guinea and a dinner.' He insulted 
a man ae he served him, made women cry, guests 
look foolish, bullied unlucky friends, and flung' his 
benefactions into poor men's faces. No; the Dean 
was no Irishman — no Irishman ever gave but with 
a kind word and a kind heart. 



' "Whenever he fell into the company of any person fra tbe 
' flnt time, it wsa bii cuitom to try their tempera and diapo«itioii 
hy iome abiupt queition that bore the appearaQce of mdenesa 
If thia irere well taken, and answered with good hnmoor, ho 
a^enrard* made amends hj hia cirihties. Bnt if be «aw any 
marka of reeentniait, from alarmed pride, TSQity, or conceit, he 
dropped all farther interconree vith the party. This will he illus- 
trated bj an anecdote of that lort related bj Mra. FiUdDgton. 
After anpper, tbe Dean haring decanted a bottle of wine, poured 
what remained into a glasi, and seeing it was mnddj, presented 
it to Mr. Pilkiagtoii to drink it. ' For,' said he, ' I always keep 
aome poor parson to drink the fbnl wine for me.''^ Slr.Pilkington, 
entering into lui hnmonr, thanked him, and told him ' he did 
not know the difference, bnt was glad to get a glass at any rate.' 
'Why then,' said the Dean, 'yon shan't, fcr I 'U drink it myself. 

Why, take yon, yon are wiser than a paltry curate whom I 

otked to dine with me a few days ^o; for upon my making the 
same speech to him, he said, he did not nnderatand snch usage, 
and 10 walked off without his dinner. By tbe same token, I told 
the gentleman who recommended him to me, that the fellow was a 
bIocUie«d, and I had done with him.'" — SaxaiDiJii'B Lift of Svift, 
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It is told, as if it were to Swift*8 credit, that the 
Dean of St. Patrick's performed his family devotions 
every morning regularly, hut with auch secresy, that 
the guests in his house were never in the least aware 
of the ceremony. Tliere wa3 no need surely why a 
chnrch dignitary should assemble his family privily 
in a crypt, and as if be was afraid of heathen perse- 
cution. But I fhTT^k the world was right, and the 
bishops who advised Queen Anne, when they coun- 
selled her not to appoint the author of the "Tale 
of a Tub" to a bishopric, gave perfectly good advice. 
The man who wrote the arguments and illustrations 
in that wild book, coold not but be aware what must 
be the sequel of the propositions which he laid down. 
The boon companion of Pope and Bolingbroke, who 
chose these as the friends of his life, and the re- 
cipients of his confidence and affection, must have 
heard many an argument, and joined in many a con- 
versation over Pope's port, or St. John's Burgundy, 
which would not bear to be repeated at other meifs 
boards. 

I know of few things ^ore conclusive as to the 
sincerity of Swift's religion than lus advice to poor 
John Giay to turn clergyman, and look out for a seat 
on the Bench. Gay, the author of the "Beggar's ■ 
Opera" — Gay, the wildest of the wits about town — 
I it was this man that Jonathan Swift advised to'take ' 
1 orders — to invest in a cassock and bands — just as * 
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he Bdvised him to husband Mb shillings and put bia 
thoasand pounds out at interest' The Queen, and 



' WBOU TBI ABCZBIIHOP 01 OlSHBLI. 

" Catkdl, May iltt, 1789. 
"Dub Sib,— 

" I have been k anfortiuiBte in all 1117 conteita of late, that I 
am resolved to have no more, especiaUj where I am likel; bi be 
orermatched; and at I bave eome tea«on to hope what le pact 
'•rill be ibrgotten, I confeai I did eadeavonr In xaj laat to put tlw 
belt colour I could think of upon a veiy bad caas& tiy friendl 
jndge right of mj idleneas; but, in realitj, it has hitherto pn^ 
ceeded from a hurry and confuiion, arising; from a thouwind 
mdncky oufoiewen accidents rather than mere alotb. I have bat 
one tnmblesome affair nov upon wy hands, which, bf the help 
of ths prime Beijeant, I hope soon to get rid of 1 and then 70U 
■hall see me a true Irish bishop. Bir James Ware has made a 
very ueeAil coUectioo of the memorable actions of raj prede- 
cesion. He tells me, thej were born in such a towti of England 
or Ireland; were consecrated such a jeari and, if not traoalated, 
were bmned in the Cathedral church, either on the north or soath 
side. Whence I conclude, that a good bishop haa nothing more 
to do than to eat, drink, grow fat, rich, and diei which lavdable 
example I propose for the remainder of my life to follow ; for to 
tell ;ou the truth, I have for these four or five years past met 
with 10 much treachery, baseness, and ingradtnde among man- 
kind, that I can hardly think it incumbent on any man to 
eudeavour to do good to so perverse a generation. 

" I am truly concerned at the account you give me of yonr 
health. Without doubt a southern ramble will prove the best 
remedy yon can take to recover your fleshj and I do not know, 
except Id one stage, where you can choose a road so suited to 
your circorastacces, as from Dublin hither. You have to Kil' 
kenny a turnpike and good inns, at every ten or twelve miles end. 
From Kilkenny hither Is twenty long miles, bad road, and no 
inns at all : but I have an expedient for you. At the foot of a 
very high hill, just midway, there lives in a neat thatched cabin, 
a parson, who is not poor; his wife is allowed to be the best little 
woman in the world. Her chickens are the fattest, and her ale 
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the bishops, and the world, were right in mistrusting 
the religion of that man. 

I am not here, of course, to speak of any man's 
reli^ous yiews, except in so far as they influence his 
literary character, his life, his huinonr. The most 
notorious sinners of all those fellow-mortals whom it 
is our husiness to discuss — Harry Fielding and Dick 
Steele, were especially loiid, and I believe really 
fervent, in their expressions of belief; they be- 
laboured freethinkers, and stoned imaginary atheists 
on all sorts of occasions, going out of their way to 
bawl their own creed, and persecute their neighbour's, 
and if they sinned and stumbled, as they constantly 
did with debt, with drink, with all sorts of bad 



ttie beat in nil the coimtrf. Besides, the parBon hu a little ceUar 
of Ilia own, of which he keeps the key, irfaere he Blwaji has a 
hothead of the best vine that can be got. In bottles well corked, 
npon their aide; and he cleans, and pulls out the cork better, I 
think, than Bobln. Here I design to meet ;oa with a coach; If 
fou be tired, yea shall May all nighti if not, after dinner we will 
set oat about fonr, and be at Cashell by ninsj and by going 
throagh fields end bj-wajs, which the parson will show ns, na 
■hall escape all the rockj and mtoay roadi that lie between 
this place and that, nbich are certaiol; Tet; bad. I hope ytni 
will be so kind aa to let me know a post or two before jon oet 
out, the very day yon will be at Kilkenny, that I may haye all 
thioga prepared for you. It may be, if yon ask him, Cope will 
come : he wIU do nothing for me. Therefore, depending npon 
your positiTe promise, I shall add no more ai^uments to persuade 
you, and am, with the greatest truth, your most fiithAil and 
it serrant, 

"TimO. ClflEELL." 



h. Google 



S2 E1IQLI3H HUUOnBIBTS. 

behaviour, they got op on their knees, and cried 
" Peccavi " with a most sonorous orthodoxy. Yea ; 
poor Harry Fielding and poor Dick Steele were 
trusty and tindoobting Church of England men ; they 
abhorred Popery, Atheism, and wooden shoes, and 
idolatries in general ; and hiccupped Church and 
State with fervour. 

But Swift ? Sis mind had had a different school- 
ing, and possessed a very different logical power. 
Se was not bred up in a tipsy guard-room, and did 
not learn to reason in a Covent Garden tavern.' He 
could conduct an argument from beginning to end. 
He could see forward with a fatal clearness. In bis 
old age, looking at tte " Tale of a Tub," when he 
said, " Good God, what a genius I had when I wrote 
that book I" I think he was admiring not the genius, 
but the consequences to which the genius had brought 
him — a vast genius, a magnificent genius, a genius 
wonderfully bright, and dazzlmg, and strong, — to 
seize, to know, to see, to flash npon falsehood and 
scorch it into perdition, to penetrate into the hidden 
motives, and expose the black thoughts of men, — 
an awful, an evil spirit 

Ah, man! you, educated in Epicurean Temple's 
library, you whose friends were Pope and St. John — 
what made you to swear to fatal vows, and bind your- 
self to a life-long hypocrisy before the Heaven which 
you adored with such real wonder, humility, and 
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reverence ? For Swift was a reverent, was a pious 
spirit — for S*ift could love and could pray. Tlirough 
the storms and tempests of his furious mind, the stars 
of religion and love break out in the blue, shining 
serenely, though hidden by the driving clouds and 
the maddened hurricane of Ms life. 

It is my belief that he suffered frightfully from the 
conscionsness of his own scepticism, and that he had 
bent his pride so fiir down as to put Ha apostasy ont to 
hire.^ The paper left behind him, called " Thoughts 
on Religion," is merely a set of excuses for not pro- 
fessing disbelief. He says of kis sermons that be 
preached pamphlets : they have scarce a Christian 
characteristic ; they might be preached from the steps 
of a synagogue, or the floor of a mosqne, or the box 
of a cofiee-honse almost There is little or no cant — 
he is too great and too proud for that ; and, in so far 
aa the badness of his sermons goes, he is honest 
Bat having put that cassock on, it poisoned him : he 
was strangled in his bands. He goes through life, 
tearing, like a man possessed with a devib Like 
Abudah in the Arabian story, he is always looking 
out for the Fury, and knows that the night will come 



' " Ur. Swift lived with bim [Sir William Temple] lome time, 
liut resolriug to settle himself in some way of liviog, was incliDed 
to take orders. Howerer, although his fortune was Tery gamll, 
he hoda scruple of entering into the Church merely for support." — 
Anecdotes of Iht Family of Swift, i>j the OB*ir. 
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and &e inevitable hag with it. What a night, my 
Grod, it was ! what a lonely rage and long agony — 
what a vulture that tore the heart of that giant I' 
It 13 awful to think of the great sufferings of this 
great man. Through life he always seems alone, 
somehow. Goethe was so. I can't fancy Shahspeare 
otherwise. The giants must live apart The kings 
can have no company. But this man suffered so; 
and deserved so to suffer. One hardly reads any- 
where of such a p£un. 

The " saeva indignatio" of which he spoke as lace- 
rating his heart, and which he dares to inscribe on 
his tombstone — aa if the wretch who lay under that 
stone waiting God's judgment had a right to he 
angry — breaks out from him in a thousand pages of 
hia writing, and tears and rends him. Against men 
in ofEce, he having been overthrown; against men 
in England, he having lost his chance of preferment 
there, the furious exile never fuls to rage and corse. 
Is it fair to call the famous " Drapier's Letters* 
patriotism? They are master-pieces of dreadful 
humour and invective : they are reasoned logically 
enough too, but the proposition is as monstrous and 



' "Dr. Swift had « nataral Kverity of face, which eren Mi 
Bmiles could nerer loftea, or his ntmoit gaiety render placid 
and serene ; tint when that sternnesa of visi^ vaa increased by 
rage, it is scarce possible to imagine looks or featnres that carried 
in tiieni more tenor and atutericy." — Oskbkt. 
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fiibnlooB aa the Lilliputiaa island. It is not that the 
grievance is so great, bat there is his eaemy — the 
assault is wonderful for its activity and terrible rage. 
It is Samson, with a bone in his hand, rushing on his 
enemies and felling them : one admires not the cause 
so much as the strength, the anger, the fiuy of the 
champion. As is the case with madmen, certun 
subjects provoke him, and awaken his fits of wrath. 
Marriage is one of these ; in a hundred passages in 
his writings he rages against it ; rages against chil- 
dren; an object of constant satire, even more con- 
temptible in his eyes than a lord's chaphun, is a poor 
curate with a large family. The idea of this luck- 
less paternity never iaOs to bring down from him 
gibes and foul language. Could Dick Steele, or 
Goldsmith, or Fielding, in his most reckless moment 
of satire, have written anything like the Dean's 
famous " modest proposal " for eating children? Not 
one of these but melts at the thoughts of childhood, 
fondles and caresses it Mr. Dean has no such soft- 
ness, and enters the nursery with the tread and 
guety of an ogre.' " I have been assored," sajrs he 
in the " Modest Proposal," " by a very knowing 

" Zondtm, April lOli, 1713. 
"LodjHMhom'iddeftborlf Teirill: I dtmbt he will not lire; 
uid tbe rt«7S at Eenungtoa to nnne him, irbicb Tezes n* alL 
She is ao ezcCBaiTelj food, it makes me mnd. She ahonld uerer 
leare the Queen, but leave ererjthiDg, to itick to whit ii ao much 
the iuteieit of the public, u irell u her own." . . . . — JoanaL 
D 2 

L;nn7,. i.GoOgIc 
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Americao of mj acquaintance in London, that a yoang 
healthy child, -well-nuraed, is, at a year old, a most 
delicious, rourbhing, and -wholesome food, ■whether 
stewed, roasted, baked, or boiled; and I make no 
doubt it will equally serve in a rago&L" And taking 
np this pretty joke, as his way is, he argues it with 
perfect gravity and lo^c. He turns and twists this 
subject in a score of different ways : he hashes it ; 
and ha serves it up cold ; and he garnishes it ; and 
relishes it always. He describes the little animal as 
"dropped from its dam," advising that the mother 
should let it suck plentifully in the last month, so as 
to render it plump and fat for a good table I " A 
child," says his reverence, " will make two dishes at 
an entertainment for friends ;- and when the family 
dines alone, the fore or hind quarter will make a 
reasonable dish," and so on; and, the subject being 
so delightful that he can't leave it — he proceeds to 
recommend, in place of venison for squires' tables, 
" the bodies of young lads and maidens not exceed- 
ing fourteen or under twelve." Amiable humourist 1 
laughing castigator of morals 1 There was a process 
well-known and practdsed in the Dean's gay days: 
when a lout entered the coffee-house, the wags pro- 
ceeded to what they called "roasting" him. This 
is roasting a subject with a vengeance. The Dean 
had a native genius for it. As the " AJmanach dea 
Gotirmands" says. On naif r^tiaieur. 
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And it was not merely by the sarcastic method 
that Swift exposed the um-easonahleness of loving 
and having children. In Gulliver, the folly of love 
and marriage is nrged by graver arguments and 
advica In the famous Lilliputian kingdom, Swift 
speaks witli approval of the practice of instantly 
removing children from their parents and educating 
them by the State ; and amongst his favourite horses, 
a pair of foals are stated to be the very utmost a 
well-regulated eqnine couple would permit them- 
selves. In fact, our great satirist was of opinion 
that conjugal love was unadvisable, and illustrated 
the theory by his own practice and example — God 
help him — which made him about the most wretched 
being in God's world.^ 

The grave and logical conduct of an absurd propo- 
sition, as exemplified in the cannibal proposal just 
mentioned, is our author's constant method through 
. all his works of Humour. Given a country of people 
six inches or sixty feet high, and by the mere process 
of the logic, a thousand wonderful absurdities are 
evolved, at so many stages of the calculation. Turn- 
ing to the first minister who waited behind him with 
a white staff near as tall as the mainmast of the 
" Royal Sovereign," the king of Brobdingnag ob- 



■ ■' M;' health is somewhst meaded, but at best I hare an UI 
liead and an aching faeart."-^n Ma^, 1719. 
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Berres how contemptible a thing human grandear 
iB> as represented by soch a contemptible little 
creature as OuUiver. " The Emperor of Lillipat's 
features are strong and mascoline (what a surpris- 
ing linmour there is in thb description I) — the 
Emperor's features," Gulliver says, " are strong and 
masculine, with an Austrian lip, an arched nose, his 
complesion olive, his countenance erect, his body 
and limbs well-proportioned, and his deportment 
majestic. He is taller by the breadth of my nail than 
any of his court, which alone is enough to strike an 
awe into beholders." 

What a surprising humour there is in, these 
descriptions I How noble the satire is here I how 
just and honest! How perfect the image I Mr. 
Macaulay has quoted the charming lines of the poet, 
where the king of the pigmies is measored by the 
same stajodard. We have all read in Milton of the 
spear that was like " the mast of some tall admiral," 
bat these images are surely likely to come to the 
comic poet originally. The subject is before him. 
He is turning it, in a thousand ways. He is tai\ of 
it The figure suggests itself naturally to him, and 
comes out of his subject, as in that wonderful passage, 
when GuUiTer's box having been dropped by the 
eagle into the sea, and Gulliver having been received 
into the ship's cabin, he calls upon the crew to bring 
the box into the cabin, and pat it on the table, the 
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citbin being only a quarter the size of the box. It 
is the veracitij of the blonder which is so admirable. 
Had a man come from such a country as Brobding- 
nag he would have blundered so. 

Bat the best stroke of bnmonr, if there be a best 
in that abounding book, is that where Gulliver, in 
the unpronounceable country, describes his parting 
&om hb master the horse.* " I took," he says, " a 

' PerliapB the most melancholy iBtire in the irhole of the 
dreadftil book, it the description of the very old people in the 
Voyage t« Lapota. At Lu^ag, Gullirei hears of some personi 
irho never die, called the Struldbrugs, aai expreisiog a wish to 
become acqaainted with men who must haTs lo mach leamtng 
and eiperiencei Ma colloquiBt deiMuibea the Stmldbraga to him. 

" He laid, Tbej commonly acted like mortals, till about thirty 
yean old, after which, by d^reei, they grew melancholy and 
dejected, increasing in both till they came to fooracore. Thia he 
learned from their own confesiion : for otiierwiae there not being 
ahoTe two or three of that species bom in an age, they were too 
few to form a genersJ ohservatioo by. When they came to fi>ur- 
score years, which is reckoned the extremity of living in this 
country, they had not only all the fbUies and inflrmitiei of other 
old men, bnt many more, which arose from the prospect of never 
dyii^. They were not only opinionatiTe, peevish, covetous, 
morose, vain, talkative, but incapable of friendship, and dead to 
iJl natoral afiectioo, which never descended below thdr grand- 
children. Envy and impotent desires are their prevsiling passions. 
But those ol^ecta against which their envy seems principally 
directed, are the vices of the younger sort and the deaths of the 
old. By. reflecting on the former, they find themselves cut off 
from all possibility of pleasure; and whenever they see a fiineral, 
they lament, and repent that others are gone to a harbour of rest, 
to which they themselves never can hope to arrive. They have 
no remembrance of anytbiog bnt what they learned and observed 
in th^ yoath and middle age, and even that it very imperfect 
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second leave of mj master, bnt as I was going to 
prostrate myself to kiss his hoof, lie did me the 

And for the truth or particulars of kdj fsct, it is safer to depend 
on common tradition Ihaa upoa their best recollectiona. The 
least miserable among- them appear to he those who toiu to dotage, 
and entirelj lose their memories ; these meet with more pilf and 
assistance, becauae they want meny bad qualities which abound 
in others. 

" If B Stmldbrug bappeued t^i marry one of his own kind, the 
marriage is diaeolyed of coarse, by the conrtesy of the kingdom, 
aa BOOQ aa the younger of the two comes to be fourscore. For the 
law thinks it t« be a reasonable indulgence that those who are 
condemoed, without any fault of their own, to a perpetual con- 
tinuance in tlie world, should not have their misery donbled by 
the load of a wife. 

*'As Boop as they hare completed the term of eighty years, 
they are looked on ae dead in law; their heirs immediately suc- 
ceed to their estates, only a small pittance Is reserved for their 
lapport; and the poor ones are melDtaiued at the pnbllc charge. 
Atler that period, Uiey are held incapable of any employment of 
trnst or profit, they cannot pnrchaae lands or take leases, neither 
ue they allowed to be witnesses in any cause, either ciril or 
criminal, not even for the delusion of meers and bounds. 

"At ninety they lose their teethandhair; they have at that ago 
no distinction of taste, but eat and drink whatever tbey can get 
without relish or appetite. The diseases they were subject to still 
, continue, without increasing or diminishing. In talking, they 
forget the common appellation of things, and the names of persons, 
even of those who are tbdr nearest friends and relatives. P(w 
the same reason, they can nev^ amuse themaelTca with reading, 
because their memory will not serve to carry them from the 
iKginning of a sentence to the end ; and by this defect they are 
deprived of the only entertainment whereof they might otherwise 
be capable. 

" The language of this country being always on the flns, the 
Btruldbruga of one age do not understand those of another ; 
neither are they able, after two hundred years, to hold any con- 
. venation (further thou by a few general words) with their neigb- 
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hononr to raise it gently to my moath. I am not 
ignorant how much I have been censured for men- 
tioning this last particular. Detractors are pleased 
to think it improbable that so illastrions a person 
should descend to give so great a mark of distinction 
to a creature so inferior as I. Neither am I ignorant 
how apt some travellers are to hoaat of extraordinary 

bours, the mortals g and thus they lie under the duadrautage of 
liviag libe foreigners in their own conntry. 

" This was the acconnt given me of the Sttuldbruga, as near 
&M I coji remember. I aftervTurds saw Are or six of dill^rent ages, 
the yonngest not above two hundred years old, who were brought 
to mo several times by some of my friends; but although they 
were t«lii ' tliat I was a great traveller, and had seen all the 
world,' they had not the least curiosity to ask me a single questioo; 
only desired I would give them sluiuskadask, or a token of 
remembrance ; which ia a modest way of begging, to avoid the 
law that strictly forbida it, because they are provided for by the 
public, although indeed with a very scanty allowance. 

" They are despised and hated by all sorts of people ; when one 
of them is bom, it is reekoued ominous, and their birth is recorded 
very particularly; so that you may know their aae by consulting 
the register, which, however, has not been kept above a thouGand 
years past, or at least has been destroyed by time or public 
distnrhancea. But the usual way of computiiig how old they are, 
is, by asking them what kings or great persons they can remem- 
ber, and then coosnlling history ; for infallibly the last prince 
in their mind did not begin his reign after they were fourscore 
years old. 

" They were the most morticing sight I ever beheld, and the 
women more horrible than the men; besides the usual deformities 
in eilreme old age, they acquired an additional ghastlineas, in 
proportion to their number of yeara, which is not to be described; 
and among half a dozen, I soon distinguished which was the . 
eldest, although there was not above a century or two between 
them." — Galliver't Travelt. 
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favonra they have recetred. But if theae censorers 
were better acquainted with tlie noble and conrteoos 
disposition of the Houybnlmms thej would soon 
change their opinion." 

The surprise here, the audacity of circumstantial 
evidence, the astoonding gravity of the speaker, 
who is not ignorant how much he has been cen- 
sored, the nature of the favour conferred, and the 
respectful exultation at the receipt of it, are surely 
complete; it is truth topsy-turvy, entirely logical 
and absurd. 

As for the humour and condoct of this famous 
fable, I suppose there is no person who reads but 
must admire ; as for the moral, I think it horrible, 
shameful, unmanly, blasphemous; and giant and 
great as this. Dean is, I say we should hoot him. 
Some of this audience mayn't have read the last part 
of Gnlliver, and to such I would recall the advice of 
the venerable Mr. Punch to persons about to marry, 
and say " Don't." When Gulliver first lands among 
the Yahoos, the naked howling wretohea clamber up 
trees and assault him, and he describes himself as 
" almost stifled with the filth which fell about him." 
The reader of the fourth part of Gulliver's Travels 
is like the hero himself in this instance. It is Tahoo 
language; a monster gibbering shrieks, and gnash- 
ing imprecations against mankind — tearing down all 
shreds of modesty, past all sense of manliness and 
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shame; filthy in word, filthy in thonght, fiirions, 
raging, obscene. 

And dreadiPal it is to think that Swift knew the 
tendency of his creed — the fatal rocks towards whidi 
his logic desperately drifted. That last part of 
GaUiver is only a conseqnence of what has gone 
before; and the worthlessness of all mankind, the 
pettiness, cmelty, pride, imbecility, the general 
vani^, the foolish pretension, the mock greatness, 
the pompous dulneas, the mean aims, the base suc- 
cesses — all these were present to him; it was with 
the din of these curses of the world, blasphemies 
against Heaven, shrieking in his ears, that he began 
to write his dreadful allegory — of which the meaning 
is that man is utterly wicked, desperate, and imbecile, 
and his passions are so monstrous, and his boasted 
powers so mean, that he is and deserves to be the 
slave of brutes, and ignorance is better than his 
vaunted reason. What had this man done? what 
secret remorse was rankling at his heart ? what fever 
was boiling in Mm, that he should see all the world 
blood-shot? We view the world with our own eyes, 
each of us ; and we make from within us the world 
we see. A weary heart gets no gladness out of sun- 
shine ; a selfish man is sceptical about friendship, aa a 
man with no ear doesn't care for music A frightful 
self-consciousness it must have been, which looked on 
[kind so darkly through those keen eyes of Swift. 
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A remarkable story is told by Scott, of Delany, 
who interrupted Archbishop King and Swift in a 
conversation which left the prelate in tears, and from 
which Swift mshed away with marks of strong 
terror and agitation in his countenance, upon which 
the archbishop said to Delany, " Yon have just met 
the most unhappy man on earth; but on the subject 
of his wretchedness you must never ask a c[uestioa." 

The most unhappy man on earth ; — Miserrimua — 
what a character of him I And at this time all the 
great wits of England had been at his feet All 
Ireland had shouted after him, and worshipped as a 
liberator, a saviour, the greatest Irish patriot and 
citizen. Dean Drapier Bickerstaff Gulliver — tho 
most famous statesmen, and the greatest poets of hia 
day, had applauded him, and done him homage; 
and at this time writing over to Bolingbroke, from 
Ireland, he says, " It is time for me to have done 
with the world, and so I would if I could get into a 
better before I was called into the best, and not to 
die here in a rage, like a poisoned rat in a hole." 

We have spoken about the men, and Swift's be- 
haviour to them ; and now it behoves us not to forget 
that there are certain other persons in the creation 
who had rather intimate relations with the great 
Dean.* Two women whom he loved and injured are 
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inown by every reader of books bo familiarly that 
if wo bad seen tliem, or if tbey had been relatives 
of our own, we scarcely could have known tbem 
better. Who hasn't in his mind an image of Stella 7 
Who does not love her? ^aii and tender creature: 
pute and affectionate heart I Boots it to you, now 
that you have been at rest for a hundred and twenty 
years, not divided in death from the cold heart which 
caused yours, whilst it beat, such faithful pangs of 
love and grief — boots it to you now, that the whole 
world loves and deplores you? Scarce any man, I 
believe, ever thought of that grave, that did not 
cast a flower of pity on it, and write over it a 



own to ten about the bine eyes of yonng Jonathan. One may 
uy that the book of Swift'i ijTe opens at place* kept by these 

blighted floweri I Taiina muat hare a paragraph. 

She wai a Miu Jane Waryiig, aiatei to a college chum of his. 
In 1696, irhen Swift was nineteea years old, «e find him. writing 
a lore-letter to her, bepnning, " Impatience is the most inMparable 
quality of a loTer." But absence mede a great difiereuce in his 
feelingsi so, four years afterwardg, the tone is changed. He wntet 
again, a very corioas letter, oSeriog to marry her, and putting 
the offer in snch a way that nobody could possibly accept it. 

After dwelling on his poverty. Sec., he says, conditionally, " I 
shall be blessed to have you in my arms, without li^iu^ing 
w hether your person be beantiful, or your fortune large. Qeanli- 
ness in the first, and competency in the second, is all I nak for I" 

The editors do not tell ua what became of Vnrina in life. One 
would be glad to know that she met with some worthy partner, 
and lived long enough to see her little boys laughing over Lilliput, 
withont any aniere pensie of a sad character about the great 
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sweet epitaph. Gentle lady, so lovely, so loving, 
BO unhappy I you have had countless champions; 
millions of manly hearts mourning for yom From 
generation to generation we take up the fond tradi- 
tion of your beauty; we watch and follow your 
tragedy, your hrigbt morning love and purity, yonr 
constancy, your grief, your sweet marfrfrdom. We 
know your legend by heart Yon are one of the 
sunts of English story. 

And if Stella's love and innocence are charming to 
contemplate, I -will say that in spite of ill-nsage, iu 
spite of drawbacks, in epite of mysterious separation 
and union, of hope delayed and sickened heart — in 
the teeth of Vanessa, and that little episodical aber- 
ration which plunged Swift into such woeful pitfalls 
and quagmires of amorous perplexity — in spite of the 
verdicts of most women, I believe, who, as &x as 
my experience and conversation go, generally take 
Vanessa's part in the controversy — in spite of the 
tears which Swift caused Stella to shed, and the 
rocks and harriers which fate and temper interposed, 
and which prevented the pure course of that true 
love from running smoothly — the brightest part of 
Swift's story, the pure star in that dark and tem- 
pestuous life of Swift's, is his love for Hester Johnson. 
It has been my business, professionally of course, to 
go through a deal of sentimental reading ia my time, 
and to acqmunt myself with love-making, as it has 
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been described in various languages, and at varioiu 
ages of the world; and I know of nothing more 
manly, more tender, more exquisitely touching, than 
stxne of these brief notes, written in what Swift calls 
''his little language" in his jouxnal to Stella.* He 
writes to her night and morning oflen. He never 
sends away a letter to her but he begins a new one 
on the same day. He can't bear to let go her kind 
little hand, as it were. He knows that she is think- 
ing of him, and longing for him far away in Dublin 
yonder. He takes her letters from under his pillow 
and talks to &em, fanuliarly, paternally, with fond 
epithets and pretty caresses — as ha would to the 
sweet and artless creature who loved him. " Stay," 
he writes one morning — it is the 14th of December, 
1710 — " Stay, I will answer some of your letter this 
morning in bed — let me see. Gome and appear, little 
letter I Here I am, says he, and what say yon to 



tX CbampoUion nught f nd ft p^^id ^*1 ■>f matter 
for hia art, in ezponnding the ajmboU of tbe " Little lAnguage." 
TJfiuallj, Stella u " M.B.," but eometimea her companion, Mn. 
Dingley, ii Included in it Swift ia " Pmto ;" aln PJ3.F.R We 
hare " Oood-night, M.D. { mght, MJ). ; Idttle ILD. g Stdlakins i 
Pretty Stella; Bear, roffnlih, impudent, pretty M.D,1" Every 
now and tben be breslu ioto rhym^ b^~ 

" I wiah yon both a merry new yttt. 

Boast beeC minced-pica, and good strong beer. 

And me s share of your good cheer, 

That I was there, a> you were hei^ 

And you are a little >a«cy dear." 
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Stella this monrnig fresh and fasting? And can 
Stella read this writing without hmting her dear 
eyes?" he goes on^ after more kind prattle and fond 
whispering. The dear eyes shine clearly upon him 
then — the good angel of his life is with him and 
blessing him. Ah, it was a hard &itethat wrung from 
them so many tears, and stabbed pitilessly that pure 
and tender bosom. A hard fate : but would she have 
changed it? I have heard a woman say that she 
would have taken Swift^s cruelty to have had his 
tenderness. He had a sort of worship for her whilst 
he wounded her. He speaks of her after she is 
gone ; of her wit, of her kindness, of her grace, of 
her beauty, with a simple love and reverence that 
are indescribably touching ; in contemplation of her 
goodness his hard heart melts into pathos ; his cold 
rhyme kindles and glows into poetry, and he falls 
down on liis knees, so to speak, before the angel, 
whose life he had embittered, confesses his own 
wretchedness and unworthiness, and adores her with 
cries of remorse and love : — 

" Wien on 1117 Bickly couch I lay. 
Impatient both of night and day, 
And groaning in nnraanly itrains. 
Called every poner to eaae my pauu, 
Then Stella ran to my relief, 
With cheerful face and inward grief. 
And tliough by heaven's Bevere decroo 
. She suffers hourly more than me, 
Ko orael master could require 
From Blaves employed fbr ddly hirt^ 
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What Statu, bj her friendship wanned, 
With vigour and delight performed. 
Nov, with a Boft and silent tiead. 
Unheard she noTea about my bed : 
My sinking spirits oow supplies 
With cordials in her hands and vyes. 
Bast patron of true friends I beware ; 
Tou pay too dearly for your care 
If, wbiie your tenderness secures 
My life, it most endanger yours : 
For mch a fbol was never found 
Who pulled a palace to the ground, 
Only to have the ruiiis made 
UaterialB far a, house decayed." 

One little triiimph Stella had in her life— one dear 
litde piece of injustice was performed in her favour, 
for whieh I confess, for my part, I can't help thank- 
ing fate and the Dean. That other person was sacri- 
ficed to her — that — that young woman, who lived 
five doors from Dr. Swift's lodgings in Bury-street, 
and who flattered him, and made love to him in such 
an outrageous manner — Vanessa was thrown over. 

Swift did not keep Stella's letters to him in reply 
to those he wrote to her.' He kept Bolingbroke's, 
and Pope's, and Harley's, and Peterborough's : but 
Stella, " very careftdly," the Lives say, kept Swift's. 
Of course : that is the way of Ae world: and so we 
cannot tell what her style was, or of what sort were 

' The following passages are ftam a paper began by Swift on 
the evening of the day of her death, Jan. 28, 1727-S : 

" She was sickly from her childhood, until about the age of 
flileen ; but then she grew inU perfect health, and was looked 
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the little letters wfaich the Doctor placed there at 
night, and bade to appear from tinder hia pillow of a 

upon as one of the most beaatifU, graceful, snd agreeable yotmg 
women in Londoii — onlj a little too &t. Ber bair mu blacker 
Hbui a rareu, and tvery feature of her face io perfection. 

.... "FroperljBpeakiDg" — be goet ouwiOiacalDmeMirbich, 
tinder tbe drcmiistances, is terrible — " she has been dying ux 
months I" 

" Never was any of ber tex bom frith better gifta of the mind, 
or Kbo more improved them by reading and converBation. .... 
All of na who had the happiness of her friendship agreed nnani- 
mously, that in an afl«rooon'a or evening's conversation she never 
fiiiled before we parted of delivering the best thing that was sajd 
in the compauf. fiome of ua bave written down teveral of ber 
■ajings, or what the Freoch call botu mols, wherein she excelled 
btyond belief." 

Tbe spedmens on record, however, in the Dean's pape; called 
"Bods Mots de Stella," scarcelj bear out this last part of the 
panegyric. But the following prove her wit ; 

" A gentleman, who had been very lilly and pert in her company, 
at last began to grieve at remembering the loss of a cbild lately 
dead. A bishop sitting by comforted b'""! — that he should be easy, 
because 'the child was gone to heaven.' 'No, my lord,' said she; 
' that is it which most grieves him, because be is sure never to see 
bis child there.' 

" When she was extremely iU, ber physldan aidd, ' Madam, yoa 
are near the bottom of tbe hiJI, but we will endeavour U> get yon 
up again.' She answered, ' Doctor, I fear I shall be out of breath 
befbre I get up to Uie top.' 

" A Tery dirty clergyman of her acqaaintauee, who aSbcted 
Bmartness and repartees, was asked by some of the company how 
bis nula came to h« BO dirty. He was at a loss ; but she solved 
the difficulty, by saying, 'the Doctor's noils grew dirty by scratch- 
ing himsel£' 

" A quaker apotiiecary ssnt ber a vial, corked ; it had a broad 
brim, and a labd of paper about its neck, ' What is that 7 ' — said 
she — 'my apoUiecary's son I' The ridiculous resemblance, and 
the soddenness of the qnestion, set us alt a-Iaughing." — SwiJVi 
Work; Soovi'a £d . ToL iz. S95-S. 
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morning. But in Letter IV. of that famoos Qollec- 
tioa he describes his lodging in Bory-atreet, where 
he has the first fioor, a dining-room and bed-chamher, 
at eight shillings a Tveek; and in Letter VI. he says 
"he has visited a lady just come to town," whose 
name somehow is not mentioned ; and in Letter VIIL 
he enters a query of Stella's — " What do you mean 
•that boards near me, that I dine with now and 
then?' What the deuce! You know whom I have 
dined with every day since I left you, better than I 
do." Of course she does. Of course Swift has not 
the slightest idea of what she means. But in a few 
letters more it turns out that the Doctor has been to 
dine "gravely" with a Mrs. Vanhomrigh: then that 
he has been to " his neighbour:" then that he has 
been unwell, and means to dine for the whole week 
with his neighbour I Stella was quite right in her 
previsions. She saw from the very first hint what 
was going to happen ; and scented Yanessa in the 
air.^ The rival is at the Dean's feet. The papil 

' "lam so hot and lazy after my moming'a walk, that I loitered 
at Mn. Yanhomdgh's, where my be»t gown and periwig wa«, and 
out of mere lietlemeai dine there, very ^flea; so I did to-day." — 
Journal to SteUa. 

Mrs. Vanhomrigh, "VaDeisa'fl" mother, was the widow of a 
Dutch merchant who held lucraUve appoinimentB in King Wil- 
liam'* time. Tlie &mily settled in London in 1709, and bad a 
honae in Buiy-street, St. James's — a eCreet made notable by such 
residents aa Swift and Stcelej and, in our own time, Moore and 
Crabbe. 

■ 2 
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and teacher are reading together, and drinking tea 
togetaer, and going to prayers togetherj and learning 
Latin together, and conjugating amo, amas, amavt 
together. The little language is over for poor Stella- 
By the mle of grammar and the course of conju- 
gation, doesn't amavi come after amo and ajnat f 

The loves of Oadenus and Vanessa' you may ' 
peruse in Oadenua's own poem on the subject, and 
in poor Vanessa's vehement expoatulatory verses and 
letters to him ; she adores him, implores him, admires 
him, thinks him something god-like, and only prays 
to be admitted to lie at his feet' As they are 

' " VaneBMi was eicessively Tain. The character pven of her 
by CadenuB is fine painting, but in general fictitlaus. She vas ■ 
fond of dress ; impatient to be admired ; very romantic in her 
turn of miad ', Buperior, in her own opinion, to all her eex ; full of 
pertnees, gaiety, and pride; not without some agreeable accom- 
pliBbments, but &r from being either beautiful or genteel; ...,-, 
happj in the tbonghta of being reported Swift's concubine, but 
•till aiming and intending to be his wife." — XiOKD OanERT. 

> " Ton bid me be eaaj, and you would see me ais often as yon 
could. Ton bad better have eaiA, as oRen as you can get the 
better of youi inclinations so much ; or as often as you remanber 
there was such a one in the world. If you continue to treat me 
ai you do, you will not be miLde uneasy hy me long. It is impos- 
sible to describe what I have suffered since I saw you last : I am 
■ore I could hare borne the rack mach better thwi those killing, 
killing words of yours. Sometinies I have resolved to die without 
seeing you morej but those resolves, to your miafortune, did not 
last long; for there Is something in human nature that prompts 
one so to find relief in this world Imuat give way to it,andbcgjoii 
would see me, and speak kindly to me ; for I am sure you 'd not 
condemn any one to saffer what I have done, could you bat know 
it. The reason I write t« you is, because I cannot tell it to yon. 
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bringing him home from chnrch, those divine feet 
of Dr. Swift'a are foond pretty often, in Vanessa's 
parlour. He likes to be admired and adored. He 
finds ^s3 Vanhomrigh to be a woman of great taste 
and spirit, and beauty and wit, and a fortune too. 
He sees her every day; he does not tell Stella about 
the business: until the impetuous Vanessa becomes 
too fond of him, until the doctor is qiiite frightened 
by the young woman's ardonr, and confounded by 
her warmth. He wanted to marry neither of them — 
' that I believe was the truth ; but if he had not 
married Stella, Vanessa would have had him in spite 
of himself. When he went back to Ireland, his 
Ariadne, not content to remain in her isle, pursued 
the fugitive Dean. In vain he protested, he vowed, 
he soothed, and bullied; the news of the Dean's 
marriage with Stella at last came to her, and it 
kUled her — she died of that passion.^ 

abonld I see yon ; for when I begin to complain, then yon are 
angiT, and there it soraetbicg in your looks ao avfdl th&t it Etrlkea 
me dumb. Oh 1 that yoa may have but so mnch regard for me 
left that this camplaint may touch your soul with pity. I say sa 
' little aa ever I can ; did jou but Icnow what I thought, I am aure 
it would move you to forgive me ; and believe I cannot help telling 
you this and live." — Yaiiebsa. (M. 17J4.) 

■ "If we consider SwiiVs behaviour, eo fir OQly aa it relates to 
women, we shall find that he looked upon tliem rather aa bust* 
than as whole figures." — OsnEnr. 

"You must have smiled to have foiind his house a constant 
aerairiio of very virtuona women, who atCeaded him from morning 
to night" — Obkbkt. 
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And when she died, and Stella heard that Swi& 
had written beautifully r^arding her, " That doesn't 

A corretpondent of Bit Walter Scott's fUrnithed him wHh the 

DUtteriala OB which to foaad the foUowing intereBting paMAge 
about VanesBa — after ate had retired to cherish her paulon in 

" Marley Abhej, near Celbridge^ where Miu Vanhomrigh ra- 
lided, is built mnch in the form of a real cloister, eapeciallj in Ua 
external appearance. An aged man (upwards of ninetj, 117 hi« 
own account), showed the gronndi to my correspondent. He waa 
the son of Mrs. Vanhomrigh's gardener, and used to work with 
his &ther In the garden while a boj. Be remembered tha unfor- 
tunate Vanessa well; and his account of her corresponded with 
the nsoal description of her peraon, especially as to her tmbonpoitit. 
He said she went seldom abroad, and saw little companji her 
constant anmsement was reading, or walking In the garden. .... 
She aToided company, and was always melancholy, aaTO wlien 
Dean Swift wat there, and then she aeemed happy. The garden 
was to an uncommon degree crowded with laurels. The old man 
said that when Miss Vanhomrigh expected the Dean she alwsyi 
planted with her own band a laurel or two agaioat his arrival 
He showed her faTOorite seat, still called > Tanesaa's bower.' 

Three or four trees and some laurels indicate the apot, 

There were two seats and a mde table within the bower, the 

opening of which commanded a riew of the IJOfey. In 

this sequestered spot, according to the old gardener's account, 
the Dean and Tanesaa used often to sit, with books and writing 
materials 00 the table before them." — Scott's Suiift, toL 1. 
re. 346-7. ■ 

.... "But Miss Yanhomiigb, irritated at the eituatlon in 
which ahe found herself, determined on bringiog to a crisis those 
expectations of a union with the object of her affbctiona — to the 
hope of which ahe had clung amid ereryTicisaitude of his conduct 
towards her. The most probable bar was his undefined connecUoD 
with Mrs. Johnaon, which, aa it muat have be(;n perfectly known 
to her, had, doubtlcsa, long elicited her secret jealousy, although 
only a single hint to that purpose li to be found in th^ corre- 
spondeace, and that so early as 1713, when she writes to him— 
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sarprise me," said Mrs. Stella, " for ve all know the 
Dean could write beautifully about a broomstick." 
A womim — a true woman I Would yoa huTO had 
one of tkem forgive the other ? 

In a note in his biography, Scott says that his 
friend Dr. Take, of JDubHn, has a lock of Stella's hair, 

then in belaud — 'If jon are veir happy, it ii lU-natnred of yoa 
not to tell me ao, except 'tit what u incmaitient teilh tninf.' Her 
■ileiice and patience under tliia atata of nncertaint; for no leas 
than eiglit jears, mnat have been partly owing to her awe for 
Swift, and partly, periiapi, tfl the weak itate of her rival's 
health, whicli, from year to year, Eeemed to annoimce ipeedy 
diiaolution. At length, however, Vaneaaa'a impatience preridled, 
and she Tentnred on the deciaivo step of writing to Mri. Johnson 
henelf, reqnesting to know the nature of that connection. Stella, 
in reply, infbrmed her of her marriage with the Dean; and full 
of the highest resentment against Swift for having given another 
femiile such a right in him as Mi»g Tanhomrigh's Inqniriei 
implied, ihe tent to him her rival's letter of interrogatoriea, and, 
withoQt seeing him, or awaiting his reply, retired to the house of 
Mr. Ford, near Dublin. Every reader knows the consequence. 
BwHb, in one of those paroxysms of ftary to which he was liable, 
both fiom temper and disease, rode instantly to Uarley Abltey. 
As he entered the apartment, the sternness of his coontenance, 
which wBi peculiarly formed to express the fiercer passions, 
struck the nnfortnnaCe Vanessa with such terror that she could 
scarce ask whether be would not sit down. He answered by 
flinging a letter on the table, and, instantly leaving the house, 
remounted his horse, and returned to Dublin. When Vanessa 
opened the packet, she only found her own letter to Stella. It 
was her death warrant. She sunk at once under the disappoint- 
ment of the delayed, yet cherished, hopes which had so long 
sickened her heart, and beneath the unrestrained wrath of him 
for whose sake slie had indulged them. How long slie survived 
the last interview is uncertain, but Uie time does not seem to have 
exceeded a fav weeks." — Soott, 
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enclosed in a paper by Swift, on ■which are written in 
the Dean's hand, the worda: *' Only a voman'a hair.'* 
An instance, says Scott, of the Dean's desire to v«I 
his feelings nnder the mask of c^'nical indifierence. 

See the various notions of critics! Do those 
words indicate indifference or an attempt to hide 
feeling? Did yon ever hear or read four words 
more pathetic ? Only a woman's liair : only love, 
only fidelity, only purity, innocence, beauty; only 
the tenderest heart in the world stricken and wounded, 
and passed away now out of reach of pangs of hope 
deferred, love insulted, and pitiless desertion: — only 
that lock of hair left ; and memory and remorse, for 
the guilty, lonely wretch, shuddering over the grave 
of his victim. 

And yet to have had so mnch love, he must have 
^ven some. Treasures of wit and wisdom, and ten- 
derness, too, must that man have had locked up in 
the caverns of his gloomy heart, and shown fitfully 
to one or two whom he took in there. But it was 
not good to visit that place. People did not remain 
there long, and sufiered for having been there.' He 

' "U. Swift eit Babelus imi ion boD iem, et vivant en bonne 
cotnpsgnie. B n't, pas, Jk U veriCe, la galt% dn premier, mi^s 11 ft 
tonte la flnease, la raliou, le choix, le boo gtiut qui maoquenti 
notre cure de Meodoti. > Ses veri lont d'un gout uDgnIier, et 
preiqne inimitable^ la bonne plaiaanterie eat eon partaee en Ten 
et en prose i mail pour le bieo en_tendre U faut &ice nn peUt 
Toyage dans son pays." — Toltaioi, Lttb-ei no- la Anglaii. Let. SS, 
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shrank away from all afFections sooner or later. 
Stella and Vanessa both died near him, and away 
from him. He had not heart enough to see them 
die. He broke from his fastest friend, Sheridan ; 
he slnnk away from his fondest admirer, Pope. His 
laugh jars on one's ear after seven score years. He 
was always alone — alone and gnashing in the dark- 
ness, except when Stella's sweet smile came and 
shone npon him. When that went, silence and utter 
night closed over him. An immense genius: as 
awfdl downfall and min. So great a man he seems 
te me, that thinking of him is like thinking of an 
empire falling. We have other great names to men- 
tion — none I think, however, so great or so gloomy. 
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CONGRBVE AHD ADDISON. 

A QEEAT number of years ago, before the passing of 
the Reform Bill, there existed at Cambridge a certain 
debating club, called the " Union ;" and I remember 
that there was a tradition amongst the midergraduates 
who frequented that renowned school of oratory, that 
the great leaders of the Opposition and Government 
had their eyes upon the University Debating Club, 
and that if a man distinguished himself th«re he ran 
some chance of being ^ returned to Parliament as a 
great nobleman's nominee. So Jones of John's, or 
Thomson of Trinity, would rise in their might, and 
draping themselves in their gowns, rally round the 
monarchy, or hurl defiance at priests and kings, with 
the majesty of Pitt or the fire of Mirabeau, fancying 
all the while that the great nobleman's emissary was 
listening to the debate from the back benches, where 
he was sitting with the family seat in his pocket. 
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Indeed, the l^end siud that one or two yoang Cam- 
bridge-olen, orators of the Union, were actually 
catight Dp thence, and carried down to Cornwall or 
old Sanim, and so into ParUament And many a 
yonng fellow deserted the jogtrot University cnrri- 
colom, to hang on in the dust behind the fervid 
wheels of the pailiamentary chariot 

Where, I have often wondered, were the sons of 
peers and members of Parliament in Anne's and 
George's time? Were they ail in the army, or 
hunting in the coontry, or boxing the watch ? How 
was it that the yoong gentlemen from the University 
got finch a prodi^ons number of places P A lad 
composed a neat copy of verses at Chrbtcburch or 
Trinity, in which the death of a great personage 
was bemoaned, the French king assuled, the Dutch 
or Prince Eugene complimented, or the reverse; 
and the party in power was presently to provide for 
the young poet ; and a commissionership, or a post 
in the Stamps, or the secretaryship of an Embassy, 
or a clerkship in the Treasury, came into the bard's 
possession. A wonderful fruit-bearing rod was that 
of Busby's. What have men of letters got in our 
time? Think, not only of Swift, a fcmg fit to rule 
in any time or empire — but Addison, Steele, Prior, 
Tickell, Congrevc, John (Jay, John Dennis, and 
many others, who got public employment, and jpretty 
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little pickmga out of the public purse.' The wits of 
whose names we shall treat in this lecture and two 
following, all (save one) touched the King's coin, 
and had, at some period of their lives, a happy 
quarter-day coming round for them. 

They all began at school or college in the rc^lar 
way, producing panegyrics upon public characters, 
what were called odes upon public eventSj battles, 
sieges, court marriages and deaths, in which the 

' The fbllowing is a amtpeetia of them ; — 

Adduoh. — CkimmiMianer of Appesli ; Under Secretaiy of State i 
Secreterj to the LoTdLieutenant of IreUod; Keeper 
of the Records in Ireland ; Lord of Trade ; and one 
of the Principal Secretaries of State, successively. 

Stxelb. — Coiamjasioner <k the Stamp OCSce; Surveyor of tlio 
Boyal Stables at Hampton Court; and Governor of 
the B071U Company of Comedian*; Comntissioner 
of " Fodbited Estates in Scotland." 
■PaiOB.— Secretary to the Embaasy at the Ha^ue ; Gentleman of 
the Bedchamber to Ktiig WiHiam; Secretary to the 
Embassy in France ; Under Secretary of State; 
Ambassador to Erance, 

TicsBLL. — Under Secretaiy of State ; Secreta^ to the Lords 
Justices of Ireland. 

CoNonavB. — Commissioner for Ucenaing Hackney Coaches j Com- 
missioner for Wine licenses; place in 'the Kpe 
Office; post in the Cnstom-hoose ; Secretary of 
Jamuca. 

0**.— Secretaiy to the Earl of Clarendon (when Ambassador to 
Hanover.) 

JOHH Bamns. — A place in the Cnstom Honse, 
"En Angleterre . . . . les lettrei sont pluis en honnear qu'icL" 

— VoLIAiBX, Zettrea lur Ua Anglau, Let. SO, 



h Google 



OOHflMTE AND ABDI30H. 61 

gods of Olympus and the tragic muse were fatigued 
with invocations, according to the fashion of the time 
in France and in England. Aid ub Mars, Bacchus, 
Apollo, cried Addison, or Congreve, singing of 
William or Marlborongh. "AeccniTez,chaate»nymphes 
de Pamoate" says Boileau, celebrating the Grand 
Monarch. " Des sons que ma lyre enfante, marqn^ 
en bien la cadence, et votts, vents, faitea silence I je 
vais parler de Louis!" Schoolboys' themes and 
foundation exercises are the only relics left now of 
this scholastic fashion. The Olympians are left 
quite undisturbed in their mountain. What man of 
note, what contributor to the poetry of a country 
newspaper, would now think of writing a congratu- 
latory ode on the birth of the heir to a dukedom, 
or the marriage of a nobleman? In the past century 
the young gentlemen of the Universities all exercised 
themselves at these queer compositions; and some 
got fame, and some gained patrons and places for life, 
and many more took nothing by these efforts of what 
they were pleased to call their muses. 

William Congreve's' Pindaric Odes are still to be 
found in " Johnson's Poets," that now unfrequented 
poets' comer, in which so many forgotten big-wigs 
have a niche — but though he wm also voted to be 

■ He vati the son of Colonel William Congreve, and grandson 
of Bicbard Congieve, Esq., of Congreve and Stretton in Stafior^ 
■hire— « jeiy ancient fiunilf . 
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one of the greatest tragic poets of any day, it was 
Congreve's wit and humoTir which first recommended 
him to conrtly fortune. And it is recorded, that his 
first play, the " Old Bachelor," brought our aathor 
to the notice of that great patron of English mnses, 
Charles Montague Lord Halifax, who hmg desirous 
to place so eminent a wit in a state of ease and tran- 
quillity, instantly made him one of the Commissioners 
for licensing hackney-coaches, bestowed on him Boon 
after a place in the Pipe-office, and likewise a post in 
the Cnstom-hoase of the value of €00^ 

A commisslonership of hackney-coaches — a pMt 
in the Costom-honse — a place in the Pipe-office, and 
all for writing a comedy I Doesn't it sound like a 
fable, that place in the Pipe-office P ^ Ah, I'heoreux 

' "FiFt.—Pipt, in Uw, is a roll iD the Bzcheqner, called mlio 

the jrea( rolL 

" PiPB-Ojpce h an office Jn ■which & person called the Clerk q/" 
tht Pipe t&akea ont leuei of crown loudi, by wamuit, tttm the 
Lord-Treasurer, or Commisaioners of tlie Treaauy, or Chancellor 
of the Exchequer. 

" Clerk of the Pipe makea 'op all acconnts ot iberi^ &C."— 
Reeb. Cgclopad. Art. Fifb. 

" Pipe- Ojpce.—Spe] man thinks lo called heconie the papers 
TKiae kept In a, large pipt or cask." 

" These be at last brought into that office of Her Uajeaty'a 
^ehei^aer, which we, bja metaphor, do call theptpe . . . because 
tlM whole receipt is flnallj conrt^ed into it by means of divera 
naaHpipt* OT quillB,"— Bacom. Tht Office of AHmationa. 

[We are indebted to Bichardsim'a Dictionary fbr this fragment 
of emditim. Bnt a modeni man-cf-letten can know little on 
tikeae poinU, b7— experience.] 
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temps qae celui de ces fables ! Men of letters there 
Btill be: but I doubt whether any Pipe-offices are left. 
The public has smoked them long ago. 

Words, lite men, pass current for a while with 
the public, and being known everywhere abroad, at 
length take their places in society ; so even the most 
secluded and refined ladies here present will have 
heard the phrase from their sons or brothers at 
school, and will permit me to call William Congreve, 
Esquire, the most eminent literary "swell" of his 
age. In my copy of " Johnson's Lives" Congreve's 
wig is the tallest, and put on with the Jauntiest air 
of all the laurelled worthies. " I am the great Mr. 
Congreve," he seems to say, looking out from his 
voluminous curls. People called him the great Mr. 
Congreve.* From the beginning of his career until 
the end everybody admired him. Having got his 
education in Ireland, at the same school and college 
with Swift, he came to live in the Middle Temple, 
London, where he luckily bestowed no attention 
to the law; but splendidly frequented the coffee- 
houses and theatres, and appeared in the side-boz, 
the tavern, the Piazza, and the Mall, brilliant, 

' " It has been obserred that no cbange of Ministers a£ect«d 
bim in the least, nor was he ever removed from, an^ post that waa 
given to him, except to a better. Hia place in the Ctwtom-house, 
and hie office of Secretary in Jamaica, are eadd to have brought 
him in upwarda of twelve hundred a year." — Biog. Brit. Art. 

CoHdHETB. 
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beautiful, and victorious from the* first. Every- 
body acknowledged the young cbieftain. The great 
Mr. Dryden' declared that he was equal to Sbak- 
apeare, and bequeathed to him hia own undisputed 
■poetical crown, and writes of him, "Mr. Congrove 
has done me the favour to review the ' ^nels,' and 

I Diyden addresBed his " tirelfth epistio " to " My dear Mend 
Mr. CoHOHBTB," on Ms comedy called the " Dovble Dealffl'," in 
which he laya — 

" Great Jonson did hy Btrength of jadgment please ; 

Tet, doublmg Hetcher's force, he irants hU eaae. 

In dift^ring talents both adom'd thrar age i 

One for the Btndy, t'other for the stage. 

Bntboth to Congreve justly shall submit. 

One match'd la judgment, both o'ermatched in wit. 

In him all beauties of this age we see," &c., &c 
The " Double Dealer," however, was not bo palpable a hit as tlie 
" Old Bachelor," but, at first, met with oppoddon. The critics 
having fkllen foul of it, our " Swell" applied tiie scourge to that 
presumptuous body, in the " Epistle Dedicatory " to the " Bight 
Honourable Charles Montague." 
" I was conscious," said he, ** where a true critic might have put 

me upon my defence. I was prepared for the attack, but 

I have not heard anything said sufflcient to provote an answer." 
He goes on— 

" But there Is one thing at which I am more concerned than all 
tlie false criticisms that are made upon me; and that is, some of 
the ladies are offended. I am heartily sorry for it i for I declare, 
I would rather disoblige all the critics in the world than one of tho 
fair Bex. They are concerned that ) have represented some women 
Ticious and afiTected. How caji I help it ? It is the business of a 

comic poet to paint the vices and follies of human kind I 

should be very glad of an opportunity to make my compliments to 
those ladies who are offended. But they can no more expect it in 
a comedy, than to ie tickled by a turgeon when he ia letting tJteir 
blood." 
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compare my Tersion with the original. I shall never 
be ashamed to own that this excellent yoong man 
has showed me iordj faults which I have endea- 
voured to correct" 

The " exccJlent jonng man" was but three or fonr- 
and-twenty when the great Dryden thus spoke of 
hun : the greatest literarj chief in England, the 
veteran field-marshal of letters, himself the marked 
man of all Europe, and the centre of a school of 
wits, who duly gathered round his chair and tobacco- 
pipe at Wills'. Pope dedicated his " Iliad" to him ; ' 
Swift, Addison, Steele, all acknowledge Congreve's 
rank, and lavish compliments upon him. Voltaire 
went to wait upon him as on one of the Represen- 
tatives of Literature — and the man who scarce praises 
any other living person, who flung abuse at Pope, 
and Swift, and Steele, and Addison — the Grrub- 
street Timon, old John Dennis,' was hat in hand to 

' " Instead o/endeaTonring to raise s Tain monnmeut to mfielf, 
let me leare behind me a memorial of mj friendsliip, with one of 
the mo«t Taloable men as irell aa flne»t writers of my age and 
comitiy— one who has tried, and knowa hy bis own experience, 
horr hard an ondertaking it is to do justice to Homer — and one 
who, I am sure, senouslj r^oices w'liii me at the period of my 
labours. To him, tberefoie, having bronght this long wirk to a 
conclosion, I desire to dedicate it, and to baTe the hanoor and 
satisfaction of placing together in this manDcr the names if Itr. 
Congrere and i^— A. Pops." Potttcripl to Trarulation o/thelliad 
of Homer. Mar. 25, 1730. 

' " When asked why he listened to the praisei of Dennis, he 
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Mr. CoDgrere ; and said, that when he retired firom 
the stage. Comedy went with him. 

Nor was he less yictorloas elsewhere. He was 
admired in the drawing-rooms as well &s the coffee- 
houses; aa much beloved in the side-box as on the 
st^e. He loved, and conquered, and jOted the 
beautiful Bracegirdle,^ the heroine of all Hs plays, 
the favourite of all the town of her day — and the 
Duchesa of Marlborough, Marlborough's daughter, 
had such an admiration of him, that when he died 
she had an ivory figure made to imitate him,* and 
a large wax doll with gonty feet to be dressed just 
as the great Congreve'a gonty feet were dressed in 
his great lifetime. He saved some money by his 
Fipe-o£Bce, and his Custom-boufle office, and his 
Hackney-coach ofBce, and nobly left it, not to Brace- 

•itid, he bad much rather be flattered tban abued. SwUt had a 
pBrticulBT friendahip for our author, and generoll; took him under 
' hia protection in hii itigh anthoritatiTe manner." — Tbos. Davies. 
JhTtmatie MiKeUaniti. 

' " CongreTc wa« very Intimate for yeuB with Hn.Brac^lidle, 
and lived in the aame street, hit house very near hen, until hU 
acqnaintance with the Toung Docheia of Marlborough. He then 
quitted that home. The Ducheaa ihowed ns a diamond necklace 
(which Ladf Dl uied aftenrards to wear) that coat aeren thouaand 
ponnda, and was porchaaed with the money Congreve left her. 
How much better would it hare been to have given it to poor 
Mri. Bracegirdla."— Dr. Todho, Spatce'i Antcdota. 

' " A glasa was put in tbe band of the statue, which wai rap- 
posed to bow to her Grace and to nod in approbation of what iba 
•poke to it."— Tao», D^nu. DramaHe MiicelloRit*. 
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girdle, who wanted it,* but to the Duchess of Marl- 
borough, who didn't* 

How can I introduce to you that meny and shame- 
less Comic Muse who won him such a reputation? 
Kell Gwynn's Bervant fought the other footman for 
having called his mistress a bad name; and in like 
manner, and with pretty like epithets, Jeremy Collier 
attacked that godless, reckless Jezebel, the English 
comedy of his time, and called her what Nell 
Grwynn's man's fellow-servants called Nell Gwynn's 
man's mistress. The servants of the theatre, Dryden, 

' The sum CongreFe left her waa aoo;., oa is said in the " Dra- 
matic Miscellanies" of Tom Dariee ; where are Borne paiticulani 
about this cbarming octreBS and heautifnl woman. 

She had » " lively aspect," saja Tom, on the authority of Gibber, 
and " euch a glow of health and cheerfulness in her countenance, 
at inspired everybody with desire." " Scarce an audience Baw her 
that were not half of them her loveri." 

Congreve and Bowe courted her in the persons of their bvert. 
"In Tamerlane, Sowe courted her Selima, in the person of 
Aralla. , . . . ; Congreve insinuated his addiesaea in his Valentine 
to her Angelica, in his 'Love for Love;' in his Osmyn to her 
Almena, la Che ' Mouroirig Bride ;' and, lastly, in his Mirabel to 
her Millamaut, in the ' Way of the World.' Mirabel, the fine 
gentleman of the plaj, is, I believe, not very distant from the real 
character of Congreve." — Dramatic MisceUaniea, voL iii. 1784. 

She retired from the stage when Mrs. Oldfleld began to be the ■ 
public favourite. She died in 1748, in the eighly-flftb year of'. 

' Johnson calls his legacy the " accumulation of attentive parsi' 
mony, which," be continues, " though to ber (the Duchess) super- 
fluous and useless, might have given great assistance to the 
ancient family from which he descended, at that time, by the 
imprudence of his relation, reduced to difflcollies and distress." — 
Lioe* of the Poets. 

r 2 
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Congreve,* and others, defended themselves with the 
ssme success, and for the same cause which set If ell's 
lackey fighthig. She was a disreputable, daring, 
laughing, p^ted French baggage, that Comic Muse. 
She came over from the continent with Charles (who 
chose many more of his female friends there) at 
the Restoration — a wild, dishevelled Lais, with eyes 
bright with wit and wine — a saucy court-favourite 
that sate at the King's knees, and laughed in his 
iace, and when she showed her hold cheeks at her 
chariot-window, had some of the noUest and most 
iamous people of the land bowing round her wheel. 

< He replied to Collier, in the ptuopblet called " Amendmeiits 

of Mr. CoUier'i False and Imperfect Citations," &c A apecimen 
or t«o are mbjoined: — 

*' The greater port of these examples which be has produced, 
are only iiemonatrations of his own impurit; ; thej onlj aavoun' 
of hii utterance, and were sweet enough till tainted by his breath, 

"Where the expression is unblameable in its own pure and 
genuine sigDiflcation, he enters into it, himself, like the evil spirit; 
be possesses the innocent phrase, and makes it bellow forth his 

"If I do not retom him civilities in calling him niuiies. It it 

became I am not verj well versed in hia nomenclatures. 

I will only call him Mr. Collier, and that I will call him as oAen 
aa I think he shall deserve it. 

" The corruption of a rotten dlTine is the generation of a lonr 
critic'* 

" Congreve," says Dr. Johnson, " a very young man, dated 
with sncccss, and impatient of censore, assumed an air of confi- 
dence and security The dispute was protracted through 

two years ; hut at last Comedy grew more modcet, and Collier 
lived to see the reward of his labours in the reformation of the 
tbeatre."—-ii/e (jf Congreve. 
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Sbe was kind and popolar enough, that daring 
Comedy, that audactons poor Nell — she was gay and 
generons, kind, frank, aa such people can afford to 
be : and the men who lived with her and laughed 
with her, took her pay and drank her wine, tamed 
out when the Puritans hooted her, to fight and defend 
her. But the jade was indefemihle, and it is pretty - 
certain her servants knew it. 

There is life and death going on in every thing: 
truth and lies always at battle. Pleasure is always 
warring against self-restraint Doubt is always cry- 
ing Psha, and sneering. A man in life, a hnmonrist 
in writing about life, sways over to one principle or 
the other, and laughs with the reverence for right 
and the love of truth in his heart, or laughs at these 
from the other side. Didn't I tell you that dancing 
was a serious business to Harlequin ? I have read 
two or three of Congreve's plays over before speak- 
ing of him; and my feelings were rather like those, 
which I daresay most of us here have had, at 
Pompeii, looking at Sallust's house and the rehcs of 
an orgy, a dried wine-jar or two, a charred supper- 
table, the breast of a dancing girl pressed against 
the ashes, the laughing skull of a jester, a perfect 
stillness round about, as the Cicerone twangs fais 
moral, and the blue sky shines calmly ovei' the ruin. 
The Congrevo muse is dead, and her song choked 
in Time's ashes. We gaze at the skeleton, and 
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wonder at the lifs which once revelled in its mad 
veans. We take the sknll up, and muse over the 
frolic and daring, the wit, ecom, passion, hope, desire, 
with which that empty howl once fermented. We 
think of the glances that allared, the tears that 
melted, of the bright eyes that shone in those vacant 
sockets ; and of lips whispering love, and cheeks 
dimpling with smiles, that once covered jon ghastly 
yellow framework. They used to call those teeth 
pearls once. See I there 's the cup she drank from, 
the gold-ch^ she wore on her neck, the vase which 
held the rouge for her cheeks, her looking-glass, and 
the harp she used to dance to. Instead of a feast we 
find a grave-stone, and in place of a mistress, a few 
hones I 

Heading in these plays now, is like shutting your 
ears and looking at people dancing. What does it 
mean? the measures, the grimaces, the bowing, 
shnfSing and retreating, the cavalier seul advancing 
apon those ladies — those ladies and men twirling 
round at the end in a mad galop, after which every- 
body bows and the quunt rite is celebrated. With- 
out the music we can't understand that comic dance 
of the last century — its strange gravity and gaiety, 
its decorum or its indecorom. It has a jargon of its 
own quita unlike life; a sort of moral of its own 
quite unlike life too. I'm afraid it's a Heathen 
mystery, symbolizing a Pagan doctrine ) protesting, 
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as the Pompeians very likely were, OBsembled at their 
theatre and laughing at their games — as Sallost 
and his friends, and their mistresses protested — 
crowned with flowers, with cups in their hands, 
against the new, hard, ascetic, pleasore-hating doc- 
trine, whose gaunt disciples, lately passed over from 
the Asian shores of the Mediterranean, were for break- 
ing the fair images of Venus, and Binging the altars 
of Bacchus down. 

I fancy poor Congreve's theatre is a temple of 
Pagan delights, and mysteries not permitted except 
among heathens. I fear the theatre carries down 
that ancient tradition and worship, as masons hare 
carried their secret signs and rites from temple to 
temple. When the libertine hero curies off the 
beauty in the play, and the dotard is langhed to 
scorn for having ^e young wife: in the ballad, 
when the poet bid his mistress to gather rosea while 
she may, and warns her that old Time is still a- 
flying: in the ballet, when honest Corydon courts 
Fhillis under the treillage of the pasteboard cottage, 
and leers at her over the head of grandpapa in red 
stockings, who is opportmiely asleep; and when 
sednced by the invitations of the rosy youtii she 
Comes forward to the footlights, and they perform on 
each other's tiptoes that pae which you all know, and 
which is only interrupted by old grandpapa awaking 
from his doze at the pasteboard chalet (whither ha 
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retnrm to take another nap in case the young people 
get an encore): when Harlequin, splendid in youth, 
strength, and agility, arrayed in gold and a thousand 
colours, springs over the heads of countless perils, 
leaps down the throat of bewildered ^ants,- and, 
dauntless and splendid, dances danger down : when 
Mr, Punch, that godless old rebel, breaks every law 
and laughs at it with odious triumph, outwits his 
lawyer, bullies the beadle, knocks his wife about the 
head, and hangs the hangman — don't you see in the 
comedy, in the song, in the dance, in the ragged little 
Punch's puppet-show — ^the Pagan protest ? Doesn't it 
seem as if Life pats in its plea and sings its comment F 
Look how tJie lovers walk and hold each other's 
hands and whisper I Sings the chorns — " There is 
nothing like love, there i^ nothing like youth, there 
is nothing like beauty of yonr spring time. I^ook ! 
how ohl age tries to meddle with merry sport I Beat 
him with his own crutch, the wrinkled old dotard I 
There is nothing like youth, there is nothing like 
beauty, there is nothing like strength. Strength and 
valour wm beauty and yonth. Be brave and con- 
quer. Be young and happy. Enjoy, enjoy, enjoy! 
"Would you know the Segreto per easer felice f Here 
it is, in a smiling mistress and a cnp of Falemian." 
As the boy tosses the cup and sings his song. Hark ! 
what is that channt coming nearer and nearer ? What 
is that dirge which wiU disturb as ? The lights of 
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the festival bom dim — the cheeks turn pale— the 
voice qnavera — -and the cup drops on the floor. 
Who's there? Death and Fate are at the gate, 
and thej will come in. 

Congreve's comic feaat flares with lights, and round 
the table, emp^ing their flaming bowls of drinlc, and 
exchanging the wildest jests and ribaldry, sit men 
and women, waited on by rascally valets and attend- 
ants as dissolute as their mistresses — perhaps the 
very worst company in the world. There doesn't 
seem to be a pretence of morals. At the head of 
the table sits Mirabel or Belmonr (dressed in the 
French fashion and waited on by English imitators 
of Seisin and Frontin). Their cdling ia to be 
irresistible, and to conquer everywhere^ Like the 
heroes of the chivalry story, whose long-winded 
loves and combats they were sending out of feahion, 
they are always splendid and triumphant — oTercome 
all dangers, vanquish all enemies, and win the beauty 
at the end. Fathers, husbands, usurers axe &b toes 
these champions contend witL They are merciless 
in old age, invariably, and an old man plays the part 
in the dramas, which the wicked enchanter or the 
great blundering giant performs in the chivalry tales, 
who threatens and grumbles and resists — a huge 
stupid obstacle always overcome by the knight It 
is an old man with a money-box : Sir Belmonr his 
son or nephew spends his money and laaghs at him. 
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It ia on old man with a joang wife wfaom he locks 
up: Sir Mirabel robs him of his wife, trips up his 
gouty old heels and leaves the old hunx' — the old 
fool, what business has he to hoard his money, or to 
lock up blushing eighteen? Money is for youth, 
love is for youth, away with the old people. When 
Millamant is sixty, having of course divorced the 
first liody Millamant, and married his friend Don- 
court's grand-daughter out of the nursery — it will 
be his turn ; and young Belmour will make a fool 
of him. All this pretty morality you have in the 
comedies of William Congreve, Esq. They are Ml 
of wit Such manners as he observes, he observes 
with great humour; but ah I it's a weary feast that 
banquet of wit where no love ia. It palls very soon ; 
sad indigesliDna follow it and lonely blank headachea 
in the morning. 

I can't pretend to quote scenes from the splendid 
Congreve's plays ^ — which are undeniably bright. 



* The fcene of Yolentine'a pretended mitdneM in "Lore for 
Love," ii a ipleudid ipedineii of Congr&ve't duing maimer : — 

ScoBdal, — And have jon given joai master a hint of l^eir plot 
npon himf 

Jerenji.—Yet, Sir ; he s>.jn he'U bFOui it, uid miitalce her for 
Angelica. 

Scandal. — It maj make as eport, 

Foraight. — Mercy on us I 

Kolmftiu. — Hiuht—intemipt me not — 111 whisper predictdoru 
to thee, and thoa shalt prophesie ; — I am truth, and can teach thy 
toogneaueirtiicki—Ihare told tbee what's passed— now J'U toll 
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witty, and daxing — any more than I ooQld ask yon 
to hear ^o dialogue of a witty bargemsu and tt 



what 's to come ;— Dost thon know what will happen to-tnonow T 
An»wer me not — for I will tdl thee. To-morrow, koaTes will 
thii*e thro' craft, and fbols tbro' ftttnne t and honertf will go U 
It did, frmt-nipt in a Bununer milL Aek me qnet^n* concemlog 
to-morrow. 

Standal. — Ask him, Mr, ForaigM. 

Foresight. — Pray what will be done at Ckntrt ? 

Vaietitine. — Scaiidal will tell youi — I am ttath, I never come 

Fore^kt.—'Ia the dty ? 

Vaietitine. — Oh, prayers will be laid hi empty chaTche* at the 
nsnal honra. Yet yon will see sach zealous faces behind coonteri, 
u If religion were to be sold In ereiy shop. Oh, thlnga will go 
methodically in the city, the clocks will strike twelve at noon, and 
the hom'd herd bnz in the Exchange at two. Ensbands and wives 
will drive dletiact trades, and care and pleasure separately occupy 
the fitmlly, Cofiee-hooses will be ftill of smoke and stratagem. 
And the crept prentice that sweeps Ms ms^ter's shop In the morn- 
ing, may, ten to one, dirty his sheets before night. Bat there are 
two things, that you will sea very strange ; which are, wanton 
wives with their legs at liberty, and tame cnckolda with chains 
about their neckg. But hold, I must examine yon before I go 
fbrtber ; you look Buspicioualy. Are' you a husband ? 

Fortiiglit.—I am married. 

Valentine. — Poor creature 1 Is your wife of Corent-gaiden 
Fariahr 

Foretight.—'So ; St. Martin's-in-thB-Pields. 

Valeatijie. — Alas, poor man 1 hv eyes are sunk, and hll huid* 
shrivelled ; his legs dwindled, and his back iww'd. Pray, j»ay, 
Ibr a metamorphods — change thy shape, and shake off age ; get 
the Medea't kettle and be boiled anew ; come fbrth with lab'ring 
csUous hands, and chine of steel, and AHat' shouldert. Let Talia- 
cotius trim the calves of twenty ch^rmen, and make the pedestals 
to stand erect upon, and look tnatrimony ia the &ce. Ha, ha, ha I 
That a man sboold have a stomach to a wedding sapper, when 
the pidgeona ought rather to b« laid to hi* feet I lia,lu,lial 
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brilliant fishwonum exchanging compliments at Bil- 
lingsgate ; but some of his verses — they were amongst 

FortiigktSiB tceaty li rety high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scandal. — I believe it a a, Bpriog-tide. 

foretight. — Verj likely — trul; ; 7011 understand these matten. 
Jfr. Scandal, I ihall be Tetj glad to confer with yon about these 
thing* he has titto^d. BiB Bsyiogi are very mytteiiotu and hiero- 
glyphical. 

ValenliBt, — Oh I why would Aigtliea be abient ftom my eyes ao 
long? 

Jeremy. — She 'b here. Sir. 

Mrt. Foretight. — Now, Sifter I 

Mri. FraU—Q Iiord I what mnit I ny 7 

ScandaL — Humour him, Madam,, by all mean*. 

FdZmbiw: — Where it ihe ? Oh I I «ee her ; she comes, like 
BJches, Healtli, and liberty at once, to a deapaiting, starring, and 
abandoned wretch. Oh — welcome, welcome I 

Mra. Frail.— Bow d 'ye, Sir t Can I serve you ? 

Valenliiu. — Eark'ee—I have a secret to tell yon, Endymtm and 
the moon shall meet us on Mount Lalmoi, and we '11 be married in 
the d«sd of night Bat say not a word. Hymen shall pat his 
torch into a dark lanthom, Uiat it may be secret ( and Jnno shall 
give her peacock poppy-water, that he may fold bis ogling tail } 
and Aigos's hundred eyes be shut — hat Nobody shall know, but 
Jeremy, 

Mrt. FraiL— 'So, no; we'll keep it secret; it shall be done 
ia«Baitly. 

Valentine. — The sooner the better. Jeremy, come hither— closer 
—that none may overhear ns. Jeremy, I can tell yon news ; 
Ange&ca is turned mm, and X am turning friaz, and yet well 
marry one another in spite of the Pope. Get me a cowl and 
beads, that I may play my part ; for she 11 meet me two hours 
hence in black and white, and a long veil to cover the project, and 
we won't see one another's faces 'till we have done something to be 

uhamedof, and then we 11 blush once for all 

Enter Tattlb. 

TatUe. — Do yon know me, Valentiiitf 

FotoXnie.— You I— who ue you f Ko hope not 
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the most &moiis ItHcs of the time, and pronounced 
equal to Horace by Ms contemporaries — ^may give 

TaWfc.— I am Jack TatUe, your friend, 

VaUntine.—MY trieoAi What to do? I am no married nun, ■ 
and thon canst not lye with toy yiHe ; I am very poor, and thou 
CBJiat not borrow money of me. Then, what employment have I 
fbr a friend 7 

Tattle.-^Sat I A good open Bpeaker, and not to be tnisted 
with a secret. 

Atigelaa. — Do you know me, Valentiaet 

Vaienline. — Oh, very weU. 

Angelica.— Who am I? 

Vaientinc. — Yon 'le a woman, one to whom Heayen gave beanty 
when it grafted roses on a brier, Tou are the reftection of Heaven 
in a pond ; and he that leaps at yon is sunk. You are all white— 
a aheet of spotleis paper — when you Srst are horn ; but you are 
to be scrawled and blotted by every goose's quill. I know yon ; 
for I loved a woman, and loved her bo long that J fonnd ont a 
■trange thing: I fonnd out what a woman was good fbr. 

TattU.—Ajl pr'ythee, what's that? 

Valentine. — -Why, to keep a secret. 

Tatde—O Lord 1 

Valentint, — O, exceeding good to keep a secret ; for, though she 
■honld tell, yet she is not to be believed. 

Tattle.— Bah I Oood a^ain, Mtb. 

Valentine. — I would have mnsick. Sing me the song that I like. 

— <\>IIOBBTE. " Love/oT Lovc." 

There j» a Mr». Nickleby, of the year 1700, in ' Congreve'B 
Comedy of " The Double Dealer," in whose oharacter the auihor 
introduces some wonderful trajla of roguish satire. She is prac- 
tised on by the gallants of the play, and no more knows how 
to resist them than any of the ladies above quoted could resist 
Congreve. 

Lady Ffyant. — O I reflect upon the honour of your conduct I 
Offerii^ to pervert me [the joke is that the gentleman ia pressing 
the lady for her daughter's hand, not for her own]— perverting 
me from the road of virtue, in which I have trod thos long, and 
never mwle one tri^— not one /auz pas; Oh, consider it; what 
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an idea of Ms power, of his grace, of his daring 
manner, bis magnificence in compliment, and Iiia 

would yon luTe to snswer for, if 70a should provoke me to 
SroUt/ 1 Alas 1 hunuuiitf ia feeble. Heaven knows I Teiy feeble, 
and unable to support ilielf. 

MeUe/onc — Wbere am I ? Ia it day ? and am I awake ? 
JJfldam — ■ 

Zady Flyant. — O Lord, ask me tbe queition I 1 11 iweor 1 11 
deny it — tbere&re don't ask me; nay, yon shan't ask me, I swear 
111 deny it. O Gemini, yoa have bronght all tbe blood into 
my &ce 1 I warrant I am as red as a turkey-cock j O fle, cousin 
MellefontI 

Mdtefant — Nay, madam, bear me ; I mean 

Lady Plya-nt. — Hear yon? No, no; 111 deny yon first, and 
hear yon afterwards. For one does not know how one's mind 
may change upon hearing-— hearing is one of the senses, and all 
tbe senses are fallible. I won't tmst my hononr, I assure yon ) 
my hononr is infallible and oncomatable. 

Mellefmt.—'FoT HeaTen's sake, madam— 

Lady Plyant. — 0, name it no more. Bless me, how can you 
talk of heaven, and have so much wickedness in yoor heart ? 
May be, you dosn't think it a sin. They say some of yon gentle- 
men don't think it a sin ; but still, my honour, if it were no 

sin , But, then, to marry my daughter for the convenience 

of frdiuent opportunities — 1 11 never consent to that : as sore as 
can be, I '11 break the match. 

Mellefimi. — Death and amazement 1 Madam, npon my knees 

Lady Pliant, — Nay, nay, rise Up ; come, you shall eee my 
good-nature. I know love is powerfU, and nobody can help his 
passion. 'Tis not yotir &ult ; nor I swear, it is not mine. How 
can I help it, If I have charms ? And how can yon help it, if yon 
are mode a captive ? I swear it is pity it ahonld be a fault ; but, 
my honour. Well, but your honour, too— but the sin 1 Well, but 
tlie oecessity. Lord, here's somebody coming. I dare not stay. 
Well, yoa most consider of your crime ; and strive as much aa 
can be against it — strive, be sure ; bnt don't be melancholick — 
don't despair) but never think that I'll grant yon anything. 
O Lord, no ) bnt be sure you Uy all thoughts aside of tba 



h. Google 



COHQSETE USB ADDISON. 79 

polished Barcasm. He writes as if he was so accus- 
tomed to conquer, that he has a poor opinion of his 
victimB. Kothuig 's new except their faces, says he, 
" Every woman is the same." He saja this in hia 
first comedy, which he wrote languidly* in illness, 
when he was an " excellent young man." Richelieu at 
eighty could have hardly s^d a more excellent thing. 
When he advances to make one of his conquests it 
is with a splendid gallantry, in full uniform and with 
Uie fiddles playing, like Grammont's French daqdies 
attacking the breach of Lerids. 

" Cease, cease to ask her name," he writes td a 
yonng lady at the Wells at Tunbridge, whom he 
salutes with a magnificent compliment — 
" Cease, ceue to uk her naine, 
The crowned Uiue's noblett theme, 
Whose glory by Immortal fiune 

Shall oqI; Bcunded be. 
But if f ou long to koow, 
Then look round yonder dazzling row, 
Who most does like an augeLsbuT 
Ton may be sure 'tis she." 

marriage, for thongh I know yon don't lore Cynthia, only as a 
tlind for yqor passion to me ; yet It -will make me jealous, O 
Jjord, what did I say ? Jealous I Ho, I csat be jealous ; for I 
must not love you ; therefore don't hope ; but don't despair 
neither. They're coming j I mutt&j. — The DovbU Dealer. Act 
Snd, Bceae r. page IS6. 

' " There seems to be a strange affectation in authora of appear- 
ing to have done everything hy chance. The Old Bachelor was 
vritt«n £« amusement in the languor of convaleiceace. Tet it 
is apparently composed with great elaborateness of dialogue, and 
incessant ambition of wit" — Johhbok. Livet of the PoeU, 
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Here are lines about another beauty, who perh^^s 
was not BO well pleased at the poet's maimer of cele- 
brating her — 

" When Leibia flnt I isw, ao heareDlj fair, 
With ejea so bright and with that awful ail, 
I thought mj beart would dnnt so high aspire 
At bold as his who snatched celestial fire. 
But soon as e'ec the beanteoos idiot spoke, 
Perth from her coral lip» such fbUy broke ; 
liike balm the trickling rnxasebae heol'd my woniid, 
And what her eyei enthralled, her tongue aubovnd." 

Amoret is a cleverer woman than the lovely Lesbia, 
but the poet does not seem to respect one much more 
than the other; and describes both with exquisite 
eatirical humour — 

" Fair Amoret is gone aatraj', 

PoTsne and aeek her every lorer i 
1 11 tell the tigas by which you may 

The wandering shepherdeti discover. 
Coquet and coy at once her ajr. 

Both Btodied, though both seem neglected ; 
CsreleBa she is with artfiil care, 

Afiteting to be unaffected. 
With ski]} her eyes dart every ghmcc, 

Tet change so soon you'd ne'er suspect them ( 
Pot she'd persuade they wound by chance, 
■ Though certain saxn and art direct them. 
She likes herself, yet others hates 

For that which in herself she prizes ; 

And, while ehe lau^s at them, forgets 

She is the thing which she despises." 

What could Amoret have done to bring down 
such sha&a of ridicule upon her? Could she have 
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resisted the irresistible Mr. Congrere ? Could any- 
body? Conld Sabiua, when she woke and heard 
such a hard ainging tinder her window. See, he 
writes — 

" Seel see, ibe vokes — Sabiua wakesl 
And nov the son begins to rise: 
JjUt gloriotu is tbe mom, that breaka 

From his br^t t>eanu, tiian ber fur ertx. 
With li^t ui^ted day tbey give; 

Bat different fateB ere night fiilfll : 

Bow maof by hia iraimth will IJTel 

Eoir msnj viU ber coldneaa kill I " 

Are you melted ? Don't yon think him a divine 
man ? If not touched by the brilliant Sabuu(> hear 

the devout Belinda : — 

" Ftoiu Selinda goe« to prajen, 
If I bnt ask her litTour ; 
Ani yet the laUj fbol 'a in tean. 
If Bhe iKlievea I 'U leave ber ■. 
Would I were free from this restr^li 

Or else had bopes to win ber ; 
Would «he could moke of me a mtat. 
Or I of beiaainneil" 

What a conquering air there is about these ! What 
an irresistible Mr. Congreve it is ! Sinner I of course 
he will be a sinner, the delightful rascal! Win herj 
of course he will win her, the victorious rogue 1 He 
knows he will: he must — ^with such a grace, with 
such a fashion, with such a splendid embroidered 
suit — you see him with red-heeled shoes deliciously 
turned out, passing a fair jewelled hand through his 
dishevelled periwig, and delivering a killing ogle 
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aloDg with Ms BcenW billet And Sabioa ? What 
a comparison that is between ^e nymph and the 
sun I The aun gives Sabina the pat, and does not 
venture to rise before her ladyship : the mom'a bright 
heams are less glorious than her fair eyet : but 
before night everybody will be frozen by her glances : 
everybody but one lucky rogue who shall be name- 
less : Louis Quatorze in all hie glory is hardly more 
splendid than cor Fhcebos Apollo of the Mall and 
Spring Garden.* 

When Voltaire came to visit the great Congreve, 
the latter rather affected to despise his literary repu- 
tation, and in this perhaps the great Congreve was 
not fer wrong.* A touch of Steele's tenderness is 



' ■■ Among those liy trhom it ('WiUs'a'} wu frequented, 
Sontherneaad CongreTe weFe principally distinguished by Dryden'* 
Mendship. .... Bat CoDgreve seems to have g^ued yet ftitlier 
than Southeme upon Dijden'a friendahip. He woa introduced to 
him by hia first play, the celebrated 'Old Ba^elor' being put 
into the poet's hands to be revised. Dryden, after makiug a &w 
alterations to fit it fiir the stage, returned it to the anthor with 
the high and jiut commendation, that it iraa the beat first play he 
bad ever Been." — Soott'b Dryden, roL i. p. 370. 

• It waa in Surrey- street, Strand (where he aftetwards died), 
that Voltaire Tisited him, in the decline of his Itfe. 

The anecdote in the text, relating to bis saying that he wished 
"to be visited on no other footing than as a gentleman who led 
a life of plainness and simplicity," is common to all writers on 
the sutgect of Congreve, and appears in the English version of 
Tolture'a Letteri concerning the English Ration, published in Loudon, 
1733, as also in Ooldamith's "Memoir of Voltaire." But it is 
wortb; of remark, that it does not appear in the text of the same 
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worth all his finery — a flash of Swift's, lightning — a 
beam of Addison's pure sunshine, and his tawdry 
play-house taper is invisible. But the ladies loved 
him, and he was undoubtedly a pretty fellow.^ 

Letters in the edition of Voltaire's fEanrts Complita in the Rut- 
lA&nt LiHeraire. Vol. v. of hii works. (Paris, 1837.) 

" Celai de tous les Anglais q^ui b, porte le plus loin la ^olrS du 
thiitra comiqne est fen M. Congreve. D n'a fait que pen de 

piicet, msJs toutes sont excellentes dans leaf genre, Vons 

7 Tttyez partout le langage des hormStes gens arec des actions de 
fHpon ; ce qui prouve qn'il connalesalt bien son monde, et qn'ii 
TiTait dans ce qu'on appelle la bonne compagnle." — Voltaikb. 
Ltttrei tHT let Atiglait, Let. 19. 

' On the death of Qneen Marj, he pTiMUhed a Partoral— " The 
Mourning Muse of Alexis." Alexis and Henalcaa ting alteniatclf 
in the orthodox iray. The Qaeen Is called Tuioax. 
" I mourn Pabtora dead, let AlMon monm. 
And sable clouds her chalky cli&s adorn," 
sajB Alexis. Among other phenomena, we leam that— 
"With their sharp n^la themselves the Satjrs woond. 
And tug their shaggy beards, and bite with grief the ground," — 
(a degree of KDdbiUty not always found in the Saifn of tiiat 
period) .... It continues — 

"Lord of these woods and wide extended plains, 
Stretch'd on the ground and close to earth his fece. 
Scalding with tears the already faded grass. 

To dust must all that Heavenly beauty come ? 
And must Pastora moulder in the tcrab ? 
Ah Death I more fierce and unrelenting fkr. 
Than wildest wolves and savage tigers are ; 
With lamba and sheep tbeir hunger is appeased. 
But ravenous Death the shepherdess has seized." 
Thla statement that a wolf eats hut a sheep, whilst Death eats 
a shepherdess ; that figure of the " Great Shepherd," lying speech- 

Qi 
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We have seen in Swifl a htunoorous pliilosopliier, 
whose'tnith frightens one, and whose laughter makes 
one melancholy. We have had in Congreve a ha- 

leaa on hia stomach, in a ptate of despair which neither wiadi nor 
floods nor air con exMbit, are to he remembered in pootiy lurely, 
and this tt;le vos adnured in its time by the ftdmiren of the 
great Confrere I 

In the " Te«Ts of Amaryllii for Amyntas " (the yonng Lord 
BUndfoid, the great Dahe of Marlborough's only son), Amairllls 
lepteaeult Buah Dncheu 1 

The tigen and wolTca, natore and motion, liTers and echoei, 
come into work here again. At the sight of her grief— 
" Tigert sad wolves their wonted rage forego. 
And dnmb distreie and new compaaiion iliow. 
Nature herself attentiTe silence kept, 
Andtaotioa teemed tiupended while she uepti" 
And Pope dedicated the Iliad to the anthor of theie linei — and 
Drfden wrote to him in his great hand : 

*' Time, place, and actjoa may with pains be wrought, 
But QeniuB must be bom and never can be taught. 
This is your portion, this your native store ; 
Heaven, that but once waa prodigal before, 
To Shiesfearb gave a< much she could not give him moTCi 

Maintain yoor Post : that '■ all the &me yoo need. 
For "Ida impossible you should proceed ; 
Already I am worn with caj'es and age. 
And jnst abandoning th' ungrateful stage : 
Unprofltably kept at Heaveu's expence, 
I Uve a Bent-charge upon Providence i 
Bnt yon whom every Huse and Grace adorn, 
Whom I foresee lo better fbrttme bom, 
Be kind to my remains, and oh defend 
Against your Judgment your departed Friend I 
I^ not the insulting Foe my Fame pursua ; 
But shade tboie Lawiels which descend to Yon : 
And take for Tribute what these Lines express ; 
Xou molt more, dot conld mj Lore do lesa." 
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monroas observer of another school, to 'whom the 
world' seems to have no moral at all, and whose 
ghastly doctrine seems to be that we should eat, 
drink, and be merry when we can, and go to the 
dence (if there be a deuce) when the time comes. 
We come now to a humour that flows &om quite a 
different heart and spirit — a wit that makes as laugh 
and leaves us good and happy ; to one of the kindest 
bene&ctors that society has ever had, and I believe 
you have divined already that I am about to mention 
Addison's honoured name. 

From reading over his writmgs, and the biogra- 
phies which we have of him, amongst which the 
&mous article in the Edinburgh Review '■ may be 

This is a reiy difierent maoDer of irelcome to that of onr own 
daj. In Sbadvell, HiggoDS, Congrere, and the comic authors of 
thdrtime, when gentlemen meet they Ml into each other'a anas, 
with " Jack, Jack, I most buM thee;" or, "Fore George, Harry, 
I mtuC kis8 thee, lad." And in a limUar manner the poeta i^nted 
their brethren. Literarj' gaitlemeu do not kiss now ; I wondo; it 
they lore each other better. 

Steele calls Congreve " Great Sir " and " Great Author ; " aaya 
" Well-dreiMed barbarians knew bi« awful name," and addresses 
him aa if he were a prince ; and speaks of " Fastora " as one of 
the most famous tragic campositiona. 

' " To Addison himself we are bound by a sentiment aa much 
like aSection as any sentiment can be which is inspired by one 
who has been sleeping a hundred and twenty years in West- 
minster Abbey .... After full inquiry and impartial rcQection 
we have long been convinced that be dcscrrcd as much love and 
esteem as can justly be claimed by any of oor infirm and erring 
race." — Uicaplat. 

"iSany who praiK virtue do no mote than praiae It Yet it i* 
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citod as a magniBcent statue of the great vrriter and 
moralist of the last age, raised by the love and the 
marvellous skill and genitts of one of the most 
illnstrioas artists of our own ; looking at that calm, 
fair face, and clear countenance — those chiselled 
features pure and cold, I can't but fancy that this 
great man, in this respect, like him of whom we 
spoke in the last lecture, was also one of the lonely 
ones of the world. Such men have very few equals, 
and they don't herd with those. It is in the nature 
of such lords of intellect to be solitary — they are in 
the world but not of it; and our minor struggles, 
brawls, successes, pass under them. 

Kind, just, serene, impartial, his fortitude not tried 
beyond easy endurance, his afTections not much used, 
for his books were his family, and his society was in 
public; admirably wiser, wittier, calmer, and more 
instructed than almost every man with whom he met, 
how could Addison Buffer, desire, admire, feel much? 
I may expect a child to admire me for being taller or 
writing more cleverly thEin she; but how can I ask 

Teaaonable to believe that Addison's prol^aion and practice were 
at no gTf at Tari&nce ; since, omidet that Btorra of &ction in vhich 
moat of bis life was paised, thougli bis sUUon made him con- 
■picuODt, and biB activity made him formidable, tbe character 
given him bj his Mendi was never contradicted b^ his enemies. 
Of ttaoee irith vhom interest or opinion nnited him, he had not 
onlj the esteem bnt the kindness ; and of others, whom the 
Tioience of opposition drove against him, though he might Ion 
&,B lore, be retalaed the reverenoe." — JoHntOit. 
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my superior to say that I am a wonder when he 
knows lietter than I ? In Addison's days you could 
scarcely show him a literary performance, a sermon, 
or a poem, or a piece of literary criticism, bnt he felt 
he conld do better. His jttstice must have made him 
indifferent. He didn't praise, because he measured 
his compeers by a higher standard than common 
people hare.^ How was he who was so tall to look 
up to any but the lofHeat genius? He must have 
stooped ta put himself on a level with most men. 
By that profusion of graciousness and smiles, with 
which Goethe or Scott, for instance, greeted almost 
every literary beginner, every small literary adven- 
turer who came to his court and went away charmed 
from the great king's audience, and cuddling to his 
heart the compliment which his literary majesty had 
paid him — each of the two goodnatured potentates of 
letters brought their star and riband into discredit; 
Everybody had his Majesty's orders. Everybody 
had bis M^esly's cheap portrait, on a box surrounded 
with diamonds worth twopence a-piece. A very 
great and just and wise man ought not to praise 
indiflcriminately, but ^ve his idea of the truth. 

' " Addison vaa perfect good company witH intimatei, aod had 
■omething more durmiug in hii converMtion than I ever knew in 
aay other man ; but irich any mixtore of ttraagert, and aome- 
time* only with one, be leemed to preaerra bii dignity mach, with 
» Btiff Bort of silence." — f Ofa {Spatce't Anecdolei). 
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Addison praises the ingenioiis Mr. Pinkethman ; 
Addison praises the ingenious Mr. Doggett the actor, 
whose benefit is coming off that night: Addison 
praises Don Saltero: Addison praises Milton with all 
his heart, bends his knee and frankly pays homage to 
that imperial genias.^ But between those degrees of 
hia men his praise is very scan^. I don't think the 
great Mr. Addison liked yonng Mr. Pope, the Papist, 
much; I don't think he abnsed him. But when Mr. 
Addison's men abused Mr. Pope, I don't think Ad- 
dison took his pipe oat of his mouth to contradict 
them.* 
Addison's father was a dergyman of good repute 

' "Milton's chief talent, and indeed hit dUtingoiiliuig excel- 
lence lies in the sublimity of his thoughtg. There are othen of 
the modern, wbo rival him in every other part of poetry ; lint in 
the greatneu of his BentimentB he triumphs over all the poets, 
both modem and andent. Homer alone excepted. It is impossible 
for the Imagination of man to disturb itself with greater ideas 
thaa those vhicb be hM laid together in his first, lecond, and 
sixth books."— Spictalor, No. 279. 

"If I vere to name a poet that is a perfect master in all these 
vte of working on the imaf^nation, I ttiink Milton may pats for 
ODB."—Ihid., No. 417. 

Tlietc &moui papers appeared in each Satunlay'* Spectator, 
from January 19th to May 3rd, I7I2. Besides his serrices to 
Milton, we may place those he did to Sacred Music 

' "Addison was very kind to me at first, but my bitter enemy 
afterwards." — Fora (Spenct'a Anecdotes), 

" ' Leave bim as soon as you can,' sud Addison to me, tpeakiDg 
of Pope i " he will certainly play yon some devilish trick else : he 
has an appetite to latire,' " — Ladt Wortlrt Mohtaou {Sptne^t 
AntedoUa). 
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in Wiltshire, and rose in the church.^ His famous 
BOn never lost his clerical training and scholastic 
gravity, and was called " a parson in a tye-wig " * in 
London afterwards at a time when tye-wiga were 
only worn by the laity, and the fathers of theology 
did not think it decent to appear except in a full 
bottom. Having been at school at Salisbury, and 
the Charterhouse, in 1687, when he was fifteen years 
old he went to Queen's College, Oxford, wbere he 
speedily began to dbtinguish himself by the making 



' Lancelot AddiHm, Mi fkther, wai the ion of another Lancelot 
Addison, a clergjinan in Westmoreland. He became Dean of 
LichBeld and Arclideacon of Coventry. 

* " The leiaork of UanderiUe, who, when he bad paeied an 
evening in his compan j, declared that he vm ' a parBon in a tye- 
wig,' can detract little from hia character. He waa always le- 
icrred to strangeri, and waa not incited to unconimon freedom 
by a cboracter like that of MandeTille." — Jobhboh (^Lita of lAe 
Fotti). 

" Old Jacob Tonion did not like Mr, Addison : he had a quarrel 
with him, and, after bis qaitting the iecretaryship, used tte- 
quently to say of him — ' One day or other you 'U see that man a 
bishop — I 'ra sure he looks that way ; and indeed I ever thought 
him a priest in his heart.' " — Poph (^Speac^a Anecdotei). 

"Ht. Addison stayed above a year at blois. He would rise as 
early as between two and three in the height of snnunet, and lie 
A bed till between eleven and twelve in the depth of winter. He 
was nntalkative whilst here, and often thoughtful: aometinies so 
lost in tbought, that I have come into his room and staid fire 
minutes there before be baa ^nown anything of it. He had bis 
masters goierally at supper with him ; kept very little company 
beside ; and had no amour. that I know of i and I think I should 
have known it. If he bad bad KOj."—Axm FaiLursAtix of Bloil 
'Spate ft AntedoUt). 
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of Latin rerses. The beautiful and faucifol poem of 
" The Pigmies and the Cranes " a still read by lovers 
of tbat sort of e^sercise ; and verses are extant in 
honour of King William, bj which it appears that it 
WM the loyal youth'8 custom to toast that sovereign 
in bumpers of purple Lyxns ; and many more irorks 
are In the Collection, including one on the peace of 
Ryswick, in 1697, which was so good that Montague 
got him a pension of 3001^ a year, on which Addison 
set out on his traveb. 

During his ten years at Oxford, Addison had 
deeply imbued himself with the Latin poetical 
literature, and had these poets at his fingers' ends 
when he travelled in Italy.' His patron went ont of 
office, and his pension was unpaid : and hearing that 
this great scholar, now eminent and known to the 
literati of Europe (the great Boileau,* upon perusal 
of Mr. Addison's elegant hexameters, was first made 
aware that England was not altogether a barbarous 
nation) — hearing that the celebrated Mr. Addison, of 
Oxford, proposed to travel as governor to a young 
gentleman on the grand tour, the great Duke of 

' " Hi* knowledge of tfae Latin poeti, Trom Lncretiiu and Ca- 
toJloa down to Clauditin and Prudentiiu, vai mngularlj exact and 
protonnd." — MiCAn^T. 

' " OoT countrj- owe* It to him, that the flimont Monsieur 
Boileau flrst conceiTod an opioion of the Eoglish geniiu for 
poetiy, by perusing the present he made him of the Muta 
Anglicana." — Tickell {Pt^/aqe la Addison'i Worta). 
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Somerset proposed to Mr. Addison to aacompanj bia 
soDi Lord Hartford. 

Mr. Addison was delighted to be of use to hb 
Grace and his lordship, his Grace's son, and ex- 
pressed himself ready to Bet forth. 

His Crrace the Duke of Somerset now announced 
to one of the most famous scholars of Oxford and 
Enrope that it was his gracious intention to allow 
my Lord Hartford's tutor one hundred guineas per 
annum. Mr. Addison wrote hack that his services 
were his Qrace's, but he by no means found his 
acooimt in the recompense for them. The negotia- 
tion was broken off. They parted with a profusion 
of congdes on one side and the other. 

Addison remained abroad for some time, living 
in the best society of Europe. How could he do 
othsFwise? He mnst have been one of the finest 
gentlemen the world ever saw: at all moments of 
life serene and courteous, cheerful aud calm.' He 
could scarcely ever have had a degrading thought. 
He might have omitted a virtue or two, or many, 
but could not have had many faults committed for 
which he need blush or turn pale. When warmed 
into confidence, his conversation appears to have 



' "It was my fate to be mnch with the wita ; raj &ther wsa 
aoqnainted with all of them, Addison was the best company in the 
world. I never knew anybody that liad so much vit as Cou- 
grere."— LilMf Woattai Mostago {Spimce'e Anecdotes). 
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been bo delight^ tbat the greatest wits sat wrapt 
and charmed to listen to him. No man bore poverty 
and narrow fortune with a more lofty cheerfulness. 
HiB letters to his friends at this period of Ms life, 
when he had lost his gOTemment pension and given 
up his college chances, are full of courage and a gay 
confidence and philosophy: and they are none the 
worse in my eyes, and I hope not in those of his last 
and greatest biographer (thongh Mr. Macaulay is 
bound to own and lament a certain weakness for 
wine, which the great and good Joseph Addison 
notoribusly possessed, in common with countless 
gentlemen of his time), because some of the letters 
are written when his honest hand was shaking a 
little in the morning after libations to purple LyiBiis 
over-night He was fond of drinking the healths of 
his friends: he writes to Wyche,^ of Hamburgh, 



"Dbab Sib, 

" Ifj hand at present b^ins to grow steady wumgti for a 
letter, bo the propereat use I can put it to is to thank ;e honest 
gentlemiin that set it a shaking. I have had this morning a 
desperate design in mji head to attack 70U in verse, which I 
should certainly hare done could I have found ont a rhyme to 
mmmer. £nt though 70D hare escaped for ;e present, yon are 
not yet out of danger, if I con a little recorer my talent at 
Crambo. I am sure, in whaCerer way I write to yon, it will ba 
Impossible for me to exprese ye deep sense I have of ye many 
&TDurs yon hare lately shown nc. I shall only t«ll yon that 
Hambonrg has been tbe pleasant«st stage I hare met with in my 
travaili. If any of my Meodt wonder at me for living bo long in 
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gratefiilly remembering Wyche's "hoc" "I have 
been drinking your health to-day with Sir Richard 
Shirley," he writes to Eathurat. " I have lately had 
the honour to meet my Lord EfBngham at Amster- 
dam, where we have drunk Mr. Wood's health a 
hundred times in excellent champagne," be writes 
again. Swift' describes him over his cups, when 

thatplttce, Idareaayit will be thoaght a reiy good exciue whec 
I tell him Mr. Wjche waa there. As your componj made oor 
»t»y Bt Hambonrg agreeable, yonr wine hai given n« all ye aatii- 
faction that «e have found in oiur joiimey through WeBtphalia. 
If drinking jour bealtb will do f ou anj good, yon may expect to 
be Bi long lired ai Uethusaleh, or, to use a more familiar iuBtance, 
aa ye oldest hoc in ye cellar. I hope ye two pair of legi that was 
left a iwelUng b^ind na are by this time come to thek shape* 
again. I cao't forbear tronbUng yon with my hearty respects to 
ye ownera of tiiem, and desiring yon to beliere me alAaya, 
" Dear Sir, 

"Tonrs, Sic 
" To Mr. Wyche, His M^esty's Resident at Hambourg, 

"May, 1703." 
— From tfte "lAft af Addiitm," by Miu Aisis. ToL L p. 146. 

■ It ia pleaaing to remember that the relation between Swift 
and Addison was, on the whole, Batiifactorj, &om flrat to last 
The value of Swiit'a testimony, when nothing personal inflamed 
his Tinon or warped his judgment, can be doubted by nobody. 

"Sept. 10, 1710. — I aat till ten in the evening with Addiion and 
Stede. 

"11. — Mr. Addison and I dined together at hia lod^nga, and I 
■at with him part of this evening. 

" IS.— To-day I dined with Mr. Stratford at Ur. Addison'a 

retirement near Chelsea. I will get what good offices I 

can from Mr, Addison. 

" 37.— To ia.y all oOr company dined at WUi EcanldaiKli, with 
Steele and Addison, too. 
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Joseph yielded to a temptation which Jonathan 
resisted. Joseph was of a cold natare, and needed 
perhaps the fire of wine to warm his Wood. If he 
was a parson, he wore a tye-wig, reeolletrt. A 
better and more Christian mau scarcely ever breathed 
than Joseph Addison. If he had not that little 
weakness for wine — ^why, we could scarcely have 
found a fault with him, and could not have liked him 
as we do.^ 

At thirty-three years of age, this most distin- 
guished wit, scholar, and gentleman was without a 

" 39.— I dined with Mr. Addison, Sia."~-Jmmial to SuOa. 

Addiion inscribed a presentntion cop? of Ma TtstcIs " To Di. 
Jonatban Swift, the moBt ^reeable companion, the truest friend, 
and the greatest genioB of bis age."~-{ScaTi'. From the ioliirina- 
tion of Mr. Tlieophilua Swift.) 

" Mi. Addison, who goea over flrat Becretaiy, is a most excel- 
lent person ; and being ny most intimate &iend, I diall use all 
my credit to set him right in hia notions of persons and things." — 
Lettert. 

"I examine my heart, and can find no other reason why I write 
to yon now, besides that great love and esteem I have always had 
fbr joo. I have nothing to ask yon either for my friend or fbr 
myselC"— Svrar to Addibok {1717).' Scott's Saift. Yal. wx. 

Political didtbrenc«s only dnlled for a while their Mendly com- 
munications. Time renewed them ; and Tictell enjoyed Swift's 
fHendship as a legacy from the man with whose memory his is so 
hanom'ably connected. 

1 " Addison nsnally studied all the morning ; then met his po.r^ 
at Button's ; dined there, and etayed five or six honra, and some- 
times fer into the night. I was of the company for about a year, 
but fbnnd it too much for me ; it hurt my health, and so I quitted 
it." — PoPB ^Spence'i Aitecdotet). 
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profession and an income. His book of " Travels" 
had failed: his " Dialogues on Medals " had had no 
particular success; his Latin verses, even though 
reported the best since Virgil, or Statins at any 
rate, had not brought him a CroTernment-place, and 
Addison waa living up two shabby pair of stairs In 
the Haymarket (in a poverty over which old Samuel 
Johnson rather chuckles), when in these shabby 
rooms an emissary from Government and Fortune 
came and foond him.' A poem waa wanted about 
the Dnke of Marlborough's -victory of Blenheim. 
Would Mr. Addison write one? Mr. Boyle, after- 
wards Lord Carleton, took back the reply to the 
Lord Treasurer Godolphin, that Mr. Addison would. 
When the poem had reached a certain stage, it was 
carried to Godolphin; and the last lines which he 
read were these : — 

" But O, mj moM ! what numbers wilt than flnd 
To sing the furioas troops in battle join'd ? 
MethinkB I hear the drum's tumultnoas loiutd, 
The rictor'B about! and dying groani confoond ; 
Tbe dreadfQl burst of cannon rend the skiea. 
And all the thnnders of the battle riie. 
Twaa then great Marlbaroogh'Binightr' bouI yrn prored. 
That, in the Bhock oi charging hosts unmoTed, 



' "When he refnrned to England (in 1703), with a in 
appearance which gave testimony of the difficnlties to which he 
had been lednced, he foond liis old patrons oat <tf power, and waa, 
therefore, for a time, at fiiU leisure for the cnltiTStioa of bia 
mind."— JoHHSOH (£im* ^ rt« Bxta). 
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Amidtt confWoD, hoiror, end deipur, 
Ezamined all tlie dreadful aceQei of war : 
la p«aceflil thoagbt the field of death turrejed, 
To fitlutiDg iqiuidroiiB lent the timely aid, 
lupired repulsed battalions to enga^te. 
And tanght tlie doubtful battle where to njj;^ 
Bo when an angel by diiine command, 
Wilh rising tempests shakes a goilty Und 
(Such as of late o'er pale Britannia passed), 
I Calm and serene he drirea the furioni blast ; 

And, pleased the Almighty's orders to perform. 
Bides on the whirwind and directs the storm." 

Addison left off at a good moment. That eunile 
was pronounced to be of the greatest ever prodaced 
in poetry. That angel, that good angel, flew off 
with Mr. Addison, and landed him in the place of 
Commissioner of Appeals — vice Mr. Locke provi- 
dentiallj promoted. In the following year, Mr. 
Addison went to Hanover with Lord Halifax, and 
the year after was made Under-Secretary of State. 
O angel visits I you come " few and hr between " to 
literary gentlemen's lodgings ! Tour wings seldom 
quiver at second-floor windows now I 

Ton laugh ? Tou think it is in the power of few 
writers now-s-days to call up such an angel? Well 
perhaps not ; but permit us to comfort ourselves by 
pointing out that there are in the poem of the 
" Oampjugn " some as bad lines as heart can desire : 
and to hint that Mr. Addison did very wisely in not 
going farther with my Lord Crodolphin than that 
angelical simile. Do allow me, just for a little hann- 
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less mischief, to read you some of the lines which 
follow. Here is the interriew between the Duke and 
the King of the Romans after the battle: — 

" Atutrla'B yoong monarch, whote imperial iway 
Sceptres sad thronea are degtined to obey. 
Whose boaated ancestry so high extends 
That in the pagan Goda hia lineage enia, 
Comei ftom a&r, in gratirade to own 
The great mpporter of hia other's thnna 
What tides of glory to hia bosom ran 
Clasped in th' embracet of the godlike mac t 
Eotr were hii eyea with pleuing wonder fixt, 
To Bee Buch fira with bo mach aweetnesi mixt I 
Such easy greatneaa, such a graceful port, , 
So learned ajid flniahed for tbe camp or court I " 

How many fourth-form boys at Mr. Addison's 
school of ChartCT-honse conld write as well as that 
now? The "Campaign" has biqnders, triumphant 
as it was; and weak points like all campaigns.^ 

In the year 1718 "Cato" came out Swift has 
left a description of the first night of the performance. 
All the laorels of Europe were scarcely sufficient for 
the author of this prodi^ous poem.^ Laudations of 

' "Hr.Addistxi wTOteTeryflasntly; bat be woa lOmetimea Tery 
dow and icTnpnlons In correcting. He irould show his Terses to 
■ereral Mend* ; and would alter almost everything that any of 
them tduted at as wrong. He Beemed to be too diffident of him- 
self) and too much concerned about his character as a poet ; or 
(aa he worded it), too Bollcitcns for that kind of praise, which, 
God knowB, is but a Tery little matter after all 1 " — Fofb {Spenee's 
AiuedoU*'). 

* " Ai to poetical affltin," says Fope, in 1713, " I am content at 
peunt to be a baro lodur-oo. Cato waa not so mudi the 
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Whig and Tory chiefs, popular ovationa, complimeii- 
tary garlands from literary men, Iramlatioiis in all 

iTODder of Rome in his dajs, a« be U of Britiuii in ovaa ; and 
thoDgh all the foolish ioduatry pouible hu been wed to make 
it thoaght a part; pla;, jet what the author once nid of another 
may the most properly in the wodd be »pplie4 to him on this 



" ' BnT7 itaelf ii dnmb — in wonder loeti 

And &otionf (trive who ihtiU applaud him mof t' 

" The numeroni and riolent dapi of the Whig partj on &e 

one side of the theatre weie echoed hack by the Tories on the 

other ; while the author tweftted behind the icenes with concern 

to And their applaase pioceediDg more from tbe hands than the 

head I believe you have heard that, afttr all the applauses 

of tbe opposite faction, my Lord Btdingbroke sent for Booth, who 
. played Cato, lata the boi, and presented him with fifty guineas 
in acknowledgment (ai he expressed It) for defending the cause 
of liberty so well agunst a perpetual dictAtor."— fork's ZeUtr la 
Sib W. Truhbuu,. 

Cato ran fbr thirty-flve nights without intermptlon. Pope 
wrote the Prologue, and Garth the Epilogue- 
It is worth noticing how many thi^igs in Cato keep their ground 
as habitual quotations, (. g. -. — 

" . . t. . big with the fitle 
Of Cato uid of Borne." 
" "Tib not in mortals to command luccesi, 

But we 11 do more, SempKmhis, we '11 deserrc it" 
" BleBBCB his stars, and thinks it Inmry," 
" I think tbe Bonums call it Btoidsm." 
" My voice is still for war." 

" When vice prevails, and impious men bear sway. 
The post of honour is a private station." 
Not to mention— 

" The wMoan who ddiberatei ii lost." 
And tbe eternal — 

" Plato, tbou Teasonest well," 
which avenges, perhaps, on tbe pablic their neglect of the play t 
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i> de%1it and homage from all — save from 
John Dennis in a minority of one — Mr. Addison was 
called the "great Mr. Addison" aftw this. The 
Gofiee-honse Senate saluted him Dims : it was heresy 
to question that decree. 

Meanwhile he was writing political papers and 
adTascing in the political profession. He went Secre- 
tarj to Ireland. He was appointed Secretary of 
State in 1717. And letters of his are extant, bearing 
date some year or two before, and written to yoong 
Lord Warwick, in which he addresses him as " my 
dearest lord," and asks affectionately about his 
studies, and writes very prettily abottt nightingales, 
and birds'-neate, which he has found at fulham for 
his lordship. Those nightingales were intended to 
warble in the ear of Lord Warwick's mamma. 
AddiSon married her ladyship in 1716 ; and died at 
Holland Hoase three years aB^r that splendid hut 
diamal union.^ 

■ "The Iftdf WM perantukd to many Urn on tetini miKh like 
thoae oa which > Tukiih princeia ii eipoiued — to whom the 
Sultan ii reported to pronoimce, ' Daughter, I glre tbee thll nun 
for thjr ilave.' The marriage, if imcontradicted report can be 
credited, mide no addition to hU happioeu i it neither Snxni them, 

uor made them, eqnal. Itove'B ballad of ' The Despairing 

Shepherd' i* laid to bare been written, either before or after 
nwrriage, npon thlt memorable p^." — Db. Johnson. 

" I receiTed the newj of Hr. AddlMUi'a being declared Becrelarr 

of State with the ie» m-priae, in that I knew that poat waa 

slmott offered to him befon. At that time he declined it, and I 

reallj beliere that he would have done well to bare declined it 
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Bet it is not for his repatatjon as the great author 
of " Cato " and ^e " Campaign," or for his merits 
as Secretary of State, or for his rank and high dis- 
tinction as mj Lady Warwick's husband, or for bis 
eibinence as an Examiner of political questions on 
tfae^hig side, or a Gtuirdian of British liberties, 
tiiat we admire Joseph Addison. It is as a Tatler 
of small talk and a Spectator of inankind, that we 
cherish and love him, and owe as much pleasure to 

aotr. Such a post u that, and such a wife at the CounteH, do 
not seem to be, in pradeoce, eligible for a man that'is asthmatic, 
and ire may see the day when he i>ill be heartily glad to rengn 
tbem both." — Lidt Wobhei Mohti.qu to Pofk. Worit, lutrd 
Whantcliffe'i edit., vol. ii. p. Ill, 

^ The iaauc of thii marriage was a daughter, Charlatte Addlton, 
who inherited, on lier mother's ,death, the estate of Bilton, near 
Bngby, which her father had porcluuied, and died, unmarried, at 
an adranced age. She was of weak intellect. 

Bowe appears to hare been faithJUl to Addison daring bii 
coortship, for hia Collection contains ' Stanzas to Lady Warwick, 
on Mr. Addison's going to Ireland,' in which her ladyship is colled 
* Chloe,' and Joseph Addison, ' Lycidai ; ' betides Vtte ballad men- 
tioned bf the Doctor, and which is entitled ' Colln's Comidiint.' 
Bat uot even the interest attached to the name of Addison conld 
induce the reader to peruse thia compoedtion, though one ituixa 
may serve as a spedmen : — 

** What thongh I bare skill to complain — 
Though the Muse* my temples hare crowned j 
What though, when they heat tny sweA strain. 
The Muses sit weeidng annmd. 

" Ah, Colin I thy hopes are in vain ; 
Th; pipe and thy laurel resign ; 
Thy &lse one inclines to a swain 
Whose miuic is sweeter than thine." 
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him as to any humaji being that ever wrote. He 
came in that artificial age, and began to speak with 
his noble, natural voice. He came, tbe gentle satii'ist, 
who hit no unfair blow ; the kind judge who casti- 
gated only in smiling. While Swift went about, 
hanging and ruthless — a literary Jeffries — in Addi- 
son's kind court only minor cases were tried: only 
peccadilloes and small sins agiunst society: only 
a dangerous libertinism in tuckers and hoops ; ^ or a 

' One of the most humottroua of these is the paper on Hoops, 
which, the "Spectator" tell as, particnlarlj pleased his iMeud 

" Mr. SPECTiTOB, 

"Yon have diverted the town almost a whole month at tbe 
^spense of the conntrj; it is now high time that yon should give 
the country their revenge. Since your withdrawing from this 
place, the &iT aex are con into great estravagances. Their petti- 
coats, which began to heave and swell before f ou left us, are now 
blown up into a most enormons concave, and rise every day more 
and more; in short, sir, since our women knew themselves to be 
out of the cyo of the Spbct*tob, they will be kept within no 
compass. Yoa prised them a Uttle too soon, for the modesty d 
their head-dresses ; far as tbe hamoor of a sick person is oilen 
driven ont of one limb into another, their superfluity of orna- 
ments, instead of bdng entirely banished, seema only fallen iVom 
their heads upon their lower parts. What they have lost in height' 
they make up in breadth, and, contrary tK) all roles of architoctnre, 
widen the foundations at the some time that they shorten tbe 
Buperstmctore. 

'> The women give out, in defence of tliese wide bottoms, that 
they are very airy and very proper for the season.; but this I look 
npon to be only a pretence and a piece of art, for it is well known 
we hare not had a more moderate sunmier these many years, so 
that it is certain lie heat th^ complain of cannot be in the 
weather i besidea, I would f^ ask theie tendet-conatitQtlDned 
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tiuisance in the abuae of teaux' canes and snufiF-bosea. 
It may be a lady is tried for breaking the peace of 
our sovereign lady Queen Anne, and ogling too 
dangerously fi-om the side-box : or a Templar for 
beating the watch, or breaking Prisciati'a head : or a 
citizen's wife for caring too much for the puppet- 
show, and too little for her hnsband and children : 
every one of the little sinners brought before him is 
amusing, and he dismisses each with the pleasantest 
penalties and tiie most charming words of admo- 
nition. 

Addison wrote his papers as gtd\y as if be wa9 



ladies, vliy tfa^ BhoiOd Mqiura more cooling tluui their mofberf 
before jEhem? 

" I find lereral ipecnlatire perwoa are of opioloii tbat onr lex 
fau of late jeari been rery lancy, and that the boop-pettlcoat la 
made lue of b> ke^ ns at a dlsttince. It 1b mMt certain t^at a 
woman'a bonotir cannot be better entrenched than after tbia 
manner, in circle iriUiin cdrde, amidit inch a varietj of oatworka 
and lines of drcnrnTsllation. A female vho ia tbns invested in 
whalebone is rofflcientlj' lecnred against the approaches of an 
ill-bred felloir, who might a« well thiok of 9ir George Etbeildge'a 
■w»y of making love in a tub tu in the midat of so manj hoopB. 

" Among tliese various conjectures, there are men of super* 
atiUous tempers who look upon the hoop-petticoat as a kind of 
prodigy. Boine will have it that it portends tha dawufUl of the 
French king, and observes, that the Guthir^e appeared in E/igland 
a little before the rain of the SpanUh laanattbj. OUiers are of 
opinion that it foretells battle and bloodshed, and believe it erf ttio 
same prognostication as the tall of a blazing star. For m^ part, 
I am apt to think that it is a sign that mnltitndes ore coming 
nto the world rather than going imt of it," &c., Iiet—Sptelator, 
Ho. 137. 
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going out for a holiday. When Steele's "Tatler" 
first began his prattle, Addison, then in Ireland, 
caught at bis friend's notion, ponied in paper afl«F 
paper* and contributed the stores of his mind> the 
Bweet fruits of his reading, the delightful gleanings 
of bis daily observation, with a wonderful profusion, 
and as it seemed an almost endless fecund!^. He 
was six-and-thirty years old : full and ripe. He bad 
not wfu'ked crop after crop from bis brain, manuring 
hastily, subsoiling indifferently, cutting and sowing 
and cutting again, like other luckless cultivators of 
letters. He bad not done much as yet ; a few Latin 
poems — graceful prolusions ; a polite book of travels ; 
a dissertation on medals, not very deep; four acta 
of a tragedy, a great classical exercise; and the 
" Campaign," a large prize poem that won an enor- 
mous prize. But with bis friend's discovery of the 
" Tatler," Addison's calling was found, and the most 
delightful talker in the world began to speak. He 
does not go very deep : let gentlemen of a profound 
genius, critics accustomed to the plunge of the bathos, 
console themselves by thinking that he couldn't go 
very deep. There are no traces of suffering in bis 
writing. He was so good, so honest, so healthy, so 
cheerfully selfish, if I must use the word. There 
is no deep sentiment I doubt, until after bis mar- 
riage, perhaps, whether he ever lost bis night's rest 
or his day's tranquillity about any vtmaa in his 
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life : * whereas poor Dick Steele had capacity enongh 
to melt, and to langnish, and to sigh, and to cry his 
honest old eyes ont, fer a dozen. His writmgs do 
not show insight into or reverence for the love of 
women, which I take to be, one the consequence of 
the other. He walks about the world watching their 
pretty htunours, fashions, follies, flirtationg, rivalries ; 
and noting them with the most charming archness. 
He sees them in public, in the theatre, or the as- 
sembly, or the puppet-show ; or at the toy-shop 
higgling for gloves and lace ; or at the auction, 
battling together over a blue porcelain dragon, or a 
darling monster in Japan ; or at church, eyeing 
the width of their rivals' hoops, or the breadth of 
their laces, as they sweep down the aisles. Or he 
looks out of his window at the Garter in St. James's- 
Btreet, at Ardelia's coach, as she blazes to the 
drawing-room with her coronet and six footmen ; and 
remembering that her father was a Turkey merchant 
in the city, calculates how many sponges went to 
purchase her earring, and how many drums of figs 
to build her coach-box ; or he demurely watehes 
behind a tree in Spring Garden as Saccharisaa (whom 
he knows under her mask) trips out of her chair to 
the alley where Sir' Fopling is waiting. He sees 

' " Mr. Addison bu not had one epilhalamiani that I can hear 
o^ and most even be reduced, like a poorer and a better poet, 
Spenier, to make hi< own."— Fops'i Leiteri. 
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611I7 the public life of women. Addison was <me of 
the most resolute club-men of hia dsj. He passed 
many hoars daily in those haunts. Besides drinking, 
which alas [ is past praying for ; you must know it^ 
be owned, too, ladies, that he indulged iu that odious 
practice of smoking. Poor fellow ! He was a man's 
man, remember. The only woman he did know, he 
didn't write about I take it there wonld not have 
been mucb bomour in that story. 

He likes to go and sit in the smoking-room at the 
Grecian, or the Devil ; to pace 'Change and the 
Mall • — to mingle in that great club of the world — 

' "I have obserred that a reader seldom penisefi a book iritb 
tileamre till he knows whether the writer of it be a black or a 
{ail nuLn, of & mild or a choleric diBpoaition, married or a bochelori 
Kith other particulars of a like nature, that condaee Tcry much 
to the right understanding of uu author. To gratK? this cnriositj, 
which is BO natural to a reader, I design this paper and nij next 
as prefatorj disconrses to m; foUowing writings; and shall give 
tome acconnt in them of the persona that are engaged in thii 
work. Ai the chief trouble of compiling, digesting, and correct- 
ing will loll to m^ share. I mnit do myself the justice to open the 

work with my own liistory. There runs a Btoi7 in the 

family, that when my mother was gone with child of roe about 
three months, she dreamt that she was brought to bed of a judge. 
Whether this might proceed from a lawsuit which waa then 
depending in the family, or my father's being a justice of the ■ 
peace, I cannot determine ; for I am not so vain as to think it 
presaged any digni^ that I should arrive at in my future life, 
though that was the interpretation which the neighbourhood put 
upon it. The gravity of my behaviour at my very first appear- 
ance in the world, and all the time that I sucked, seemed to favour 
my mother's dreami tor, aa ihe has oflen told me, I thiev aw^ 
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sitting alone in it somehow : having good-will Rbd 
kindness for every eingle man and woman in it — 

my ntde before I wu tmi montiu old, and would not malEe ue 
of my coral till they had taken away the bella from it. 

"Ai for the rest of my ini^cy, tbere being nothitiK In it 
lemukablt^ I shall pam It orer in rilence. I find that danng my 
nonage I had the repatation of a very inllen youth, hot waa 
alwayi the farourite of my ichoolmaiter, who tued to say that 
09 porb wen KiUd eatd mdd near weU. I had not been long at 
the nnivenity befine I diitingniihed myaelf by a mod profoand 
ailence ; for during the space of dght years, excepting in the 
public exercLiei of the college, I acarce uttered the quantity of an 
hundred wordii and, indeed, I do not remember that I ererapoke 
three lentences together in my whole life. 

"I have passed my latter years in tUs d^, where I am 
frequently seen in moat public places, thon^ there are not more 
. thanbalf-a-dozenof my select Mends that know me. .... There 
U no place ot general resort wherein I do not often make my 
appearance; lometimeB I am seen thrusting my head into a round 
of politicians at Wills', and listening with great attention to the 
naiTStiTea that are made in these little circular audiences. 6c«ne- 
times I smoke a pipe at CMd's, and whilst I seem attentiTe to 
nothhtg bnt the Pottnun, overhear the coatenstkxi of every table 
in the room. I appear on Tuesday night at St. iTames's Cofi^ 
house ; and sometimes join the Uttle committee of poMci in the 
inner room, as one who comes to hear and Improre. My fkce it 
likewise very well known at the Qredaa, the Cocoa-tree, and in 
the theatres both of Drury-Une and the Haymarket. I hare 
been taken for a merchant upon the Exchange fbr above these 
two years; and sometimes pass fbr a Jew in the assembly ol 
stoek-Jobben at Jonathan'*. In short, whererer I see a cluster 
of people, I mix with them, though 1 never open my lips bat in 
my own clnb. 

" Thus I live in the world rather as a ' Speehttor ' of maaklnTi 
than as one of the species; by which means I hare made myaelf 
a Bpecttlatlre statesman, soldier, merchant, end artdian, irithout 
ever meddling in any practical put in life. 1 am very well Teised 
in the theory of a husband or a father, and can discern tiie atan 
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baring need of some habit and oiutom binding him 
to some few; never doing any man a wrong (onlew 
it be a wrong to hint a little doubt about a maji'i 
parts, and to damn him with fiunt praise) ; and bo bs 
looks on the world and plays with tha ceaselaas 
homours of all of us— langhs the kindest laugh" 
points our neighbour's foible or eccentricity out to 
us with the most good-natured, smiling oonfidencej 
and then, turning over Lis shoulder, whispers our 
foibles to our neighbour. What wonld Sir Koger 
de Coverley bo without his follies and his charming 
little brain-cracks?^ If the good knight did not 
call out to the people sleeping in church, and say 
" Amen " with such a delightful pomposity : if he 
did not make a speech in the aBaize-coort apropot de 
bottet, and merely to show his dignity to Mr, Spec- 
tator ; ' if he did not mistake Madam Doll Tearsheet 



in the eoononij, biulaeu, and divenionj of otberi, better than 
tboie who are engsgad in them— u itanden-by diicoTer blot* 

which ate apt to eicspe thow who ue in the gaine. lo 

■hart, I have acted, in all the parte of toy life, aa a lookei-on, 
which ia the character i intend to praieiTe in tbia paper."^ 
Spectator, Na 1. 

' "So eflfectually, indeed, did ho retort on tIcb the mookerjr 
wliich had recent^ been directed agwntC virtue, that, unoe hi* 
time, the open Tidatton of decency iiai always been coniidered, 
amongat ui, the sure mark of a fool," — Maoaih^t. 

' "The Court waa aat before Sir Soger camei but, notwith- 
■tanding all the juttices hod taken their places apon the bench, 
thqr made room for the old knight at the head of them ; who for 
bia lepvtation in the coontiy took gccanon to wUfper in tlw 
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for a lady of qnality in Temple Garden: if he were 
wiser than he ia : if he had not hSa humonr to salt 
his life, and were hot a mere English gentletnan and 
game-preserver — of what worth were he to us? 
We love him for his Tanities as much as his virtues. 
What is ridiculous is delightful in him: we are so 
fond of him because we laugh at him so. And out 
of that laughter, and out of that sweet weakness, 
and out of those harmless eccentricities and follies, 
and out of that touched brain, and out of that honest 
manhood and simplicity — ^we get a result of happi- 
ness, goodness, tenderness, pity, piety; such as, if 
my audience will think their reading and hearing 
over, doctors and divines but seldom have the fortune 
to inspire. And why not? Is the glory of Heaven 
to be sung only by gentlemen in black coats ? Must 

jadge'i ear that Ae was glad hit lordship had met loilA to mtichgood 
aeatiitr iti kit circuit. I was listening- to the proceedinga of the 
Court with much attention, and inSnitelj pleiued with that great 
appearance and solemnity which bo properly accompames Bach a 
public admimstration of our laws ; when, after about an hour's 
fitting, I obserred to niy great Borprise, in the midit of a trial, 
that in J friend Sir Hoger was getting up to Bpcak. I was in some 
pain for him, till I found he had acquitted himself of two or three 
nntences, with a look of much business and great intrepidity. 

" Upon biB first rising, the Court was hushed, and a general 
whisper ran among the country people that Sir Roger teas up. 
The speech he made was bo little to the purpose, that I shall not 
trouble my readers with an account of it, and I belieTe was not 
so much designed by the knight hunself to inform the Court, aa 
to give him a figure in my eyea, and to keep up bii credit Id the 
conntiy,'' — Sptclator, No. 133. 
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the troth be only expounded in go-vra and snrpKce, 
and ont of tliose tiro vestmenta can nobody preach 
it? Commend me to this dear preacher withont 
orders — thia parson in the tye-wig. When this man 
looks from the world, whose weaknesses he describes 
so benevolently, up to the Heaven which shines over 
us all, I can hardly fancy a human face lighted 
up with a more serene rapture: a human intellect 
thrilling with a purer love and adoration than Joseph 
Addison's. Listen to him : &om yonr childhood yon 
have known the verses: but who can hear their 
sacred mnsic without love and awe ? 

"Soon an tbe eremng ihadeajirevajl. 
The moon takei up tbe irondioiu tale, 
.And uightlj to tbe luteuing earth, 
BepeatB the story of her birth ; 
And all tbe stars that round her ban, 
And all tbe planets in their turn, 
Confirm the ddinga as they roll. 
And spread tbe truth from pole to pol& 
What though, in solemn silence, all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball ; 
What tbongh no leal voice nor sound, 
Among tbcir radiant orbs be found g 
1m Teaaon's ear the; all r^oice, 
And nttet forth a glorious Toiue, 
For ever singing as thej shine. 
The hand that made vs is diTinc." 

It seems to me those verses shine like the stars. 
They shine out of a great deep calm. When be 
turns to Heaven, a Sabbath comes over that man's 
mind: and his face lights up from it with a glory of 
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thanks and prayer. His sense of reli^oQ stira 
through his whole being. In the fields, in ihe town j 
looking at the bkds in the trees: at thQ children i^ 
the streets: in the morning or in the moonlight; 
over his hooks in his own room : in a happy p9rty 
at a country merry-making or a town assemhly. 
good-will and peace to God's preaturef, »nd Iotq 
and awe of Him who made them^ fill his purs heart 
and shine from his kind face. If Swift's life was th? 
most wretched^ I think Addison's was one of the 
most enviable. A life proaperous and beautiful — 
a calm death — an immense fame and affwtifHi ftftw^ 
wards for his happy and spotless name.' 



' " Oorth sent to Addlton (of wbom he had a very high opmicoi) 
OD his deatb-bed, to mIe him whether the Chrlftlaa ntigion -was 
tiae." — Dr. TouNO (Spenee** Anecdotes), 

" I have BlwBji preferred cheerftiliiesi to mirth. The Utter I 
coniider as an act, the former as an habit of the mind. Mirth is 
■hort and tronBient, cheeifiUnesa fixed and permanent. Those we 
often ndaed into the p^atest trantporti of mirth vbo ace inbject 
to the greateit depreiBion of melanclioly : on the contrarj, cbeer- 
fUneas, though it does not give the mind nich an exqniiite glad- 
nesi, prevents qb &om falling into any depths of sorrow. IQrth 
is like a flash of lightning that breaks tbrongh a gloom of cloods, 
and glitters for a moment'; cbeerfuloess keeps np a kind of day- 
light in the mind, and flUa it with a steady and perpeCnal lereuitj." 
— AnDiflON (^Spectator, p. 381). 
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WuT do we look for ia Btodying the Ustory of a 
put sge? Is it to leant the political transactioDfl 
and diaracters of the leading pchlic men? is it to 
make ourselves ftcqaainted frith the life and being of 
the time? If we set out with the former grave 
pnrpose, where is the trath) and who believes that 
he haa it entire F What character of what great 
man is known to jouF Yon can but make guesses 
as to character iqore or less happj. In common life 
don't joa often judge and misjudge a man's whole 
conduct, Setting out from a wrong impression f The 
tone of a voice, a word said in joke, or a trifle in 
behaviour-— the cut of his hair or the tie of hia 
neckcloth may disfigore him in your eyes, or poison 
your good opinion ; or at the end of years of inti- 
macy it may be your closest friend says something, 
reveals something which had previously been a 
secret, whidi alters all your views about him, 9ai 
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shows that he has been acting on <^uit6 a different 
motive to that which you fancied you knew. And if 
it is so with those you know, how much more with 
those you don't know? Say, for example, that I 
want to understand the character of the Duke of 
Marlboroogh. I read Swift's history of the times 
•in which he took a part ; the shrewdest of ohserrers 
and initiated, one would think, into the politics of 
the age — he hints to me that Marlborough was a 
coward, and even of doubtful military capacity: he 
Bpeaks of Walpole as a contemptible boor, and 
scarcely mentions, except to flout it, the great 
intrigue of the Queen's latter days, which was to 
have ended in bringing back the Pretender. Again, 
I read Marlborough's life by a copious archdeacon, 
who baa the command of immense papers, of sono- 
rous language, of what is called the best informa- 
tion; and I get little or no insight into this secret 
motive which, I believe, influenced the whole of 
Marlborough's career, which caused his turnings 
and wiudinga, his opportune fidelity and treasoi^ 
stopped his army almost at Paris gate, and landed 
him finally on the Hanoverian side — the winning 
side ; I get, I say, no truth, or only a portion of it, 
in the narrative of either writer, and believe that 
Coxe's portrait or Swift's portrait is quite unlike the 
real Churchill. I take this as a single instance, 
prepared to be as sceptical about any other, and say 
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to the Muse of History, " O venerable danghter of 
Mnemosyne, I doubt oYeiy single statement you ever 
made since your ladysbip was a Mnael For all 
your grave sirs and bigb pretensions, you are not 
a whit more trustworthy than some of your lighter 
sisters on whom your partisans look down. Too 
bid me listen to a general's oration to his soldiers: 
Konsense 1 He no more made it than Turpin made 
his dying speech at Newgate. You pronounce a 
panegyric of a hero : I doubt it, and say you flatter 
outrageously. You utter the condemnatioa of a 
loose character : I doubt it, and tbink you are pre- 
judiced and take the side of the Dons. You offer 
me an autobiography : I doubt all autobiographies I 
ever read except those, perhaps, of Mr. Robinson 
Crusoe, Mariner, and writers of his class. These 
have no object in setting themselves right with the 
public or their o^wn consciences ; these have no 
motive for concealment or half-truths; these call 
for no more confidence than I can cheerfiilly give, 
and do not force me to tax ray credulity or to fortify 
it by evidence. I take up a volume of Dr. Smollett, 
or a volume of the ' Spectator,' and say the fiction 
carries a greater amount of truth in solution than 
the volume which purports to be all true. Out of 
the fictitious book I get the expression of the life of 
the time; of the manners, of the movement, the 
dress, the pleasures, the laughter, the ridicules of 
I 
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society — the old titnes live ag^, and I travel in the 
old coTintrj.of England. Can the heaneat historian 
do more for me T " 

As we read in these delightM volumes of Uie 
" Tatler " and " Spectator," the past age returns, the 
England of our ancestors is revivified. The May- 
pole rises in the Strand agcun in London; the 
drarches are thronged vrith d^ly worshippers ; the 
beaox are gathering in the coffee-houses ; the gentry 
are going to the Drawing-room; the ladies art 
thronging to the toy-shops ; the chairmen are jost- 
ling in the streets; the footmen are nmning wifli 
links before the chariots, or fighting round the 
theatre doors. In the -country I see the yoang. 
Squire riding to Eton with his servants behind him, 
and Will Wimble, the friend of the family, to see 
him safe. To make that journey from the Sqidre's 
and back. Will is a week on horseback. The coach 
takes five days between London and Bath. The 
judges and the bar ride the circuit. If my lady 
comes to town in her post-chariot, her people carry 
pistols to fire a salute on Captmn Macheath if he 
should appear, and her couriers ride ahead to pre- 
pare apartments for her at the great caravanterala 
on the road ; Boniface receives her tinder the creak- 
ing sign of the Bell or the Ram, and he and his 
chamberlains bow her up the great stair to the 
Btate-apartments, whilst her carriage rumbles into 

LJnniprh.GoOglc 



&e ooort-yardi where the Dxetar fly ii booaed that 
perfonns the journey in eight days, God wiUiog, 
having achieved its daUy flight of twenty milei, and 
landed its passengers for supper and sleep. The 
curate is taking his pipe in the kitchen, where the 
Captain's mao — having hong up his master's half 
pike — js at bis bacon and eggs, bragging of Rar 
milliea and Molplaquet to the town's-folk, who have 
their club in the chimney-corner. The Captain is 
ogling the chambermaid in the wooden gallery, or 
bribing her to know who is the pretty young 
ffliatreas that has come in the coach? The pack- 
horces axe in the great stable, and the driven and 
ostlers carouBing in the tap. And in Mrs. Z^and- 
lady's bar,' over a glass of strong waters, sita a 
gentleman of military appearance, who travels widi 
piatola, aa all the rest of the world does, and has a 
rattling grey mare in the stables which will be 
saddled and away with its owner half an hoar before 
the " Fly " sets out on its last day's flight And 
some five miles on the road, as the Exeter Fly comes 
jingling and creaking onwards. It will suddenly be 
brought to a halt by a gentleman on a grey mare, 
with a black viaard cm his iace, who thrnata a long 
pistol into the coach window, and bids the company 
to band oat their parses. ... It must have been no 
small pleasure even to sit in the great kitchen in 
those days, and see the tide of humankind pass by. 
I a 
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We amTe at places now, bat we travel no more. 
Addison talks jocularly of a difference of manner 
and costome being quite perceivable at Staines, 
where there passed a yoraig fellow " with a very 
toleraUe periwig," though, to he sore, hia hat was 
out of fashion, and had a Ramillies cock. I would 
have liked to travel in those days (being of that 
class of travellers who are proverbially pret^ easy 
coram latronibut') and have seen my friend with the 
grey mare and the black vizard. Alas I there always 
came a day in the life of that warrior when it was 
the £ishion to accompany him as he passed — without 
his black mask, and with a nosegay in his hand, 
accompanied by halberdiers and attended by the 
sbeiiff,— iu a carriage without springs, and a clergy- 
man jolting beside him to a spot close by Combrnv 
land-gate and the Marble Arch, where a stone still 
records that here Tybnm turnpike stood. What a 
change in a century; in a few years! Within a 
few yards of that gate ihe fidds began : the fields of 
his exploits, behind the hedges of which he Inrked 
and robbed. A great and wealthy city has grown 
over those meadows. Were a man brought to die 
there now, the windows would be closed and the 
inhabitants keep their houses In sickening horror. 
A hundred years back, people crowded to see that 
last act c^ a highwayman's life, and make jokes on 
it. SfiiSt laughed at him, grimly advising him to 
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provide a Holland stirt and white cap crowned with 
a crimson or black ribbon for his exit, to mount the 
cart cheerfully — shake hands with the hangman, and 
so — ^farewell. Gay wrote the moat delightful ballads, 
and jnada merry over the same hero. Contrast 
these with the writings of our present humourists ! 
Compare those morals and ours — those manners and 
ours I 

We can't tell — you would not bear to be told the 
whole truth regarding those men and manners. Tou 
could no more suffer in a British drawing-room, 
Tinder the reign of Queen Victoria, a fine gentleman 
or fine lady of Qneen Anne's time, or hear what 
they heard and said, than you would receive an 
ancient Briton, It is as one reads about savages, 
that one contemplates the wild ways, the barbarous 
feasts, the terrific pastimes, of the men of pleasure 
of that age. We have our fine gentlemen, and our 
" fast men ; " permit me to give you an idea of one 
particularly fast nobleman of Queen Anne's days, 
whose biography has been preserved to lis by the law 
reporters. 

In 1691, when Steele was a boy at school, my 
Lord Mohun was tried by his peers for the murder 
of William Mountfordi comedian. In " Howell's 
State-Trials," the reader will find not only an edify- 
ing account of this exceedingly fast nobleman, but of 
the times and maimers of those days. My lord's 
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friend, a Captain Hill, smitten with tha charms of 
the beautifol Mrs. Bracegirdle, and anxious to marry 
her at all hazards, determined to carry her off, and 
ibr this purposB hired a hackney-coach with six 
horsey aod a half-dozen of soldiers, to aid Mm in 
the itomu The coach with a pair of horses (the 
four leaders being in waiting elsewhere) took it| 
stAtion opposite my Lord Craven's house in Dcury* 
lane, by which door Mrs. Bracegirdle was to pass 
on her way from the theatre. As she passed in 
company of her mamma and a firiend, Mr. Page, the 
Captain seized her by the' hand, the soldiers hostled 
Mr. Page and attacked him sword in hand, and 
Captain Hill and his noble Mend endeavoured to 
force Madam Bracegirdle into the coach. Mr. Page 
called for help : the popxdation of Dmry-lane roae i 
it was impossible to effect the capture ; and bidding 
the soldiers go about their business, and the coach 
to drive off. Hill let go of his prey sulkily, and he 
waited for other opportunities of revenge. The man 
of whom he was most jealous was Will Mountford, 
the comedian ; Will removed, he thought Mrs. Brace- 
girdle might be hb: and accordingly the Captain 
and his lordship lay that night in wait for Will, and 
as he was coming out of a house in Norfolk Street, 
while Mohnn engaged him in talk, Hill, in the words 
of the Attomey-Ceneral, made a pass and ran him 
dean through the body. 
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Si3tty-one of my lord's peers finding him not gniltf 
of mtirder, while bat fourteen fband him guilty, this 
very fast nobleman was discharged : and made his 
appearance seven years after in another trial for 
murder — when he, my Lord Warwick, and three 
gentlemen of the military profession were concerned 
in the fight which ended in the death of Capttdn 
Coote. 

This joUy company were drinking together at 
Lockit^s in Charing Cross, when angry words arose 
between Captain Coote and Capttdn French ; whom 
my Lord Mohun and my lord the Earl of Warwick* 
and Holland endeavoured to pacify. My Lord 
Warwick was a dear friend of Captain Coote, lent 
him a hundred pounds to buy his commission in the 

' The hiubond of the LaAj Warwick, vho manied Addiion, 
and the Ibther of the jotmg Earl, -who wat broDght to Ma atap* 
father's bed to lee "hov a Christian could die," Hewaa amongst 
the wildest of the nobility of that da?; and in the cniioni collec- 
ticm c^ Chap-Bookf at tbB Britiih Unteam, I have seen more 
tiian one anecdote of the freaks of the gaj Lord. Be was popular 
in Loudon, aa inch daring ipiTit* have been in onr time. The 
aoecdotiati ipesk very kiudlr of his pnctica] jokea. Hohnn waa 
scarcely ont of prison for his second homidde, when be went on 
Lord Macdeafleld's embassy to the Elector of HaDorer, when 
Queen Anne sent the garter to H. E. Ei^meoa. The ohnwloler 
of the expedition speaks of his lordship as an amiable young num, 
who had been in bad company, bat was quite repentant and 
reformed. He and Uacartney afterwards murdered the Duke of 
Hamilton between them, in wUch act Lord Mohnn died. This 
amiable baron's name was Charles, and not Heniy, sa a recent 
noTeliit haa diriitened him. 
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Guards; once when the capttuti was arrested for ISL 
by hie tailor, my lord lent him five guineas, often paid 
his reckoning for him, and shoTred him other offices of 
friendship. On this evening the disputants, French 
and Coote, being separated whilst they were upstairs, 
unluckUy stopped to drink ale again at the bar of 
Locket's, The row began afresh — Coote lunged at 
iE'rench over the bar, and at last all six called for 
chaurs, and went to Leicester-fields, where they fell 
to. Their lordships engaged on the side of Captain 
Coote. My Lord of Warwick was severely wounded 
in the hand, Mr. French also was stabbed, but honest 
Captain Coote got a couple of wounds — one espe- 
cially, " a wound in the left side just under the short 
ribs, and piercing through the diaphragma," which 
did for Captain Coote. Hence the trials of my Lords 
Warwick and Mohun: hence the assemblage of 
peers, the report of the transaction, in which these 
defunct fast men still live for the observation of the 
curious. My Lord of Warwick is brought to the bar 
by the Deputy Governor of the Tower of Loudon, 
haying the axe carried before him by the gentleman 
gaoler, who stood with it at the bar at the right hand of 
the prisoner, turning the edge from him ; the prisoner, 
at his approach, making three bows, one to his Grace 
the Lord High-Steward, the other to the peers on 
each hand ; and his Grace and the peers return the 
aalate. And besides these great personages, august 
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in periwigs, and noddiDg to the rigbt and left> a 
host of the small come up out of the past and pass 
before us — the jolly captains brawling in the tavern, 
and laughing and cursing over their cups — the 
drawer that serves, the bar-girl that w^ts, the bidliff 
on the prowl, the chairman trudging through the 
black Umpless streets, and smoking their pipes by 
the rfulings, whilst swords are clashing in the garden 
within. "Help there I a gentleman is hurt:" the 
chairmen put np their pipes, and help the gentleman 
over the railings, and carry faim, ghastly and bleeding, 
to the Bagnio in Long Acre, where they knock np 
the surgon — a pretty tall gentleman — but that wound 
under the short ribs has done for him. Surgeon, 
lords, capttuns, bailiffs, chairmen, and gentleman 
gaoler with your axe, where he you now ? The 
gentleman axeman's head is off his own shoulders; 
the lords and judges can wag theirs no longer ; the 
bailiff's writs have ceased to run ; the honest chair- 
men's pipes are put out, and with their brawny 
calves they have walked away into Hades — all as 
irrecoverably dfine for as Will Mountford or Captain 
Coote. The subject of our nighfs lecture saw all 
these people — rode in Captain Coote's company of 
the Guards very probably — wrote and sighed for 
Bracegirdle, went home tipsy in many a chair, after 
many a bottle, in many a tavern — ^Sed irom many a 
bailiff. 
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In 1709, when the publication of the " Tatlex" 
began, our great^reat-grandfatliers must have leixed 
upon that new and delightful paper with much such 
eagerness as lovers of light literature in a later day 
exhibited when the Waverley novels appeared, upcoi 
which the public rushed, forsaking that feeble enter- 
tainment of which the Miss Porters, the Anne of 
Swanseas, and worthy Mrs. Radcliffe herself, with 
her dreary castles and exploded old ghosts, had had 
pretty much the monopoly. I have looked over 
many of the comic books with which our ancestors 
amused themselves, from the novels of Swift's coad- 
jutrix, Mrs. Manley, the delectable author of the 
" New Atlantis," to the facetions productions of Tom 
Dorfey, and Tom Brown, and Ned Ward, writer of 
the " London Spy " and several other volumes ol 
ribaldry. The slang of the taverns and ordinaries, 
the wit of the Bagnios, form the strongest part of the 
farrago of which these libels are composed. In the 
axoellent newspaper collection at the British Museum, 
you may see besides the " Craftsmen" and " Postboy" 
specimens, and queer specimens they are, of the 
higher literature of Queen Anne's time. Here is 
an abstract from a notable journal bearing date, 
Wednesday, October, 13th, 1708, and entitled "The 
British ApoUo; or, curiona amnsements for the 
ingenious, by a society of g^itlemen." The British 
Apollo invited and professed to answer questions 
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apon all sabjects of wit, moralitj, science, and eren 
reli^on; and two out of its ibnr pages are filled with 
queries and replies much like some of the oracular 
penny-printB of the present time. 

One of the first querists, referring to the passage 
that a bishop should be the husband of one wife, 
argues that polygamy is justifiable in the laity. 
The society of gentlemen conducting the "British 
Apollo" are posed by this casuist, and promise to 
pve him an answer. Celinda then wishes to know 
from " the gentlemen," concerning the souls of the 
dead, whether they shall have the satisfaction to 
know those whom they most valued in this transitory 
life. The gentlemen of the Apollo give but cold 
comfort to poor Celinda. They are inclined to think 
not: for, say they, since every inhabitant of those 
regions will be infinitely dearer than here are our 
nearest relatives^ — what have we to do with a partial 
friendship in that happy place? Poor Celinda! it 
may have been a child or a lover whom she had lost, 
and was pining ^ler, when the oracle of " British 
Apollo" gave her this dismal answer. She has solved 
the question for herself by this time, and knows quite 
as well as the socie^ of gentlemen. 

From theology we come to physics, and Q. asks, ■ 
"Why does hot water freeze sooner than cold?" 
Apollo replies, " Hot water cannot be said to freeze 
sooner than cold, but water once heated and cold. 
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may be subject to freeze by the evaporation of the 
spiritaous parts of the water, which renders it less 
able to withstand the power of frosty weather." 

The next qnery is rather a delicate one. *' Ton, 
Mr. Apollo, who are said to be the God of wisdom, 
pray give us the reason why kissing is so much in 
fashion: what benefit one receives by it, and who 
was the inventor, and you will oblige Corinna." 
To this queer demand the lips of Fhosbus, smiling, 
answer: "Pretty innocent Corinna! Apollo owns 
that be was a little surprised by your kissing question, 
particularly at that part of it where yon desire to 
know the benefit you receive by it. Ah I madam, 
had you a lover, you would not come to Apollo for 
a solution; since there is no dispute but the kisses 
of mutual lovers ^ve infinite satisfaction. As to its 
invention, 'tis certain nature was its author, and it 
began with the first courtship," 

Ailer a column more of questions, follows nearly- 
two pages of poems, signed by Philander, Armenia, 
and the like, and chiefiy on the tender passion i_ and 
the paper wound up with a letter from L^hora, 
an account of the Duke of Marlborough and Prince 
Eugene before Lille, and proposals for publishing two 
sheets on the present state of Ethiopia, by Mr. Hill ; 
all of which is prmted for the authors by J. Mayo, 
at the Printing Press against Water Lane in Fleet 
Street What a change it must have been — how 
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Apollo's oracles must have keen struck dumb, 
when the "Tatler" appeared, and scholars, gentle- 
men, men of the world, men of genios, began to 
speak I 

Shortly before the Bojne was fbngbt, and yonng 
Swift had begun to make acquaintance with English 
coort manners and English Bervitude, in Sir William 
Temple's familj, another Irish yonth ■was brought to 
learn his hnmanities at the old school of Charter- 
honse, near Smithfield ; to which foundation he had 
been appointed by James Duke of Ormond, a governor 
of the House, and a patron of the lad's family. 
The boy was an orphan, and described, twenty years 
after, with a sweet pathos and simplicity, some of 
the earlieat recollections of a life which was destined 
to be cheqaered by a strajige variety of good and 
evil fortune. 

I am afraid no good report could be given by his 
masters and ushers of that thick-set, square-faced, 
black-eyed, soft-hearted litUe Irish boy. He was 
very idle. He was whipped deservedly a great 
number of tjmes. Though he had very good parts 
of his own, he got other boys to do his lessons for 
him, and only took just as much trouble as should 
enable him to scufBe through his exercises, and by 
good fortune escape the flowing block. One hundred 
and £fty years after, I have myself inspected, but 
only as an amateur, that instnunent of righteous 
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torture still existing, and in occaElonal oBe, ta a 
aecladed private apartment of the old Cborterliouse 
School ; and hare no donht it ia the very cormterpart, 
if not the ancient and interesUng machine itself, at 
which poor Dick Steele submitted himself to the 
tormentors. 

Besides being very kind, lazy, and good-natal%d, 
this boy vrent invariably into debt with the tart- 
woman ; ran out of bonnda, and entered into pecu- 
niary, or rather promissory, engagements with the 
neighbouring lollipop-vendora and piemen — exhibited 
an early ftindness and capacity for drinking mum 
and sack, and borrowed &om all his comradea who 
had money to lend. I have no sort of authority for 
the statements hero made of Steele's early life ; but 
if the child is father of the man, the father of yonng 
Steele of Herton, who left Oxford without taking a 
degree, and entered the Life Guards — the father of 
Captain Steele of Lucas's Fusiliers, who got his 
company through the patronage of my Lord Cutts 
— ttie father of Mr. Steele the Commissioner of 
Stamps, the editor of the " Gazette," the " Tatler," 
and "Spectator," the expelled member of parlia- 
ment, and the author of the " Tender Husband " and 
the " Conscious Lovers ; " if man and boy resembled 
each other, Dick Steele the Bchoolboy must have 
been one of the most generoos, good-for-nothing, 
amiable little creattttes that ever coiy'ugated the verb 
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tapio, I beat, iwptomai, I am whipped, in any achool 
in Great Britain. 

Almost every gentleman who does me the honour 
to bear me will remember that the very greatest 
character which he has seen in the coarse of his life, 
and the person to whom be has looked up with the 
greatest wonder and reTerence, was the head boy at 
bis school. The schoolmaster himself hardly mspires 
■nch an awe. The head boy conatmes as well as the 
Boboolmaster himself. When he begins to speak the 
hall is hashed, and every little boy listens. He 
writes off copies of Latin vei^es as melodiously as 
Vir^ He is good-natured, and, his own master- 
piecea achieved, poura out other co|»es of verses for 
other boys with an astonishing ease and fluency ; the 
Idle ones only trembling lest they should be dis- 
covered on giving in their exercises, and whipped 
because their poems were too good. I have seen 
great men in my time, but never such a great one 
as that head-boy of my childhood : we all thought 
he must be Prime Minister, and I was disappointed 
on meeting him in after life to find he was no more 
tban six feet high. 

Dicft Steele, the Charterhonse gownboy, con- 
tracted such an admiration in the years of bis 
diildbood, and retained it faithfully through his 
life. Through the school and through the world, 
whitbefBoever his strange fortooe led this erring, 
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wayward, affectionate creature, Jos^ili Addison was 
always his head-boy. Addison wrote his exercises. 
Addison did his best themes. He ran oo Addison's 
messages : fagged for him and blacked bis shoes : to 
be m Joe's company was Dick's greatest pleasnre; 
and he took a sermon or a caning from his monitor 
with the most boundless reverence, acc[tiiescence, and 
affection.^ 

Steele found Addison a stately college Don at 
Oxford, and himself did not make mnch figure at 
this place. He wrote a comedy, which, by the 
advice of a friend, the hamble fellow burned there ; 
and some versos, which I dare say are as sublime as 
other gentlemen's composition at that age; bat 
being smitten with a sadden love for military glory, 
he threw np the cap and gown for the saddle and 
bridle, and rode privately in the Horse Gnards, 
in the Duke of Ormond's troop— the second — and, 
probably, with the rest of the gentlemen of his troop, 
" all mounted on black horses with white feathers in 
their hats, and scarlet coats richly laced," marched 
by King William, in Hyde Park, in November, 1699, 

' " Steele had the greatest veneratioii fbr Addison, and lued to 
■how it, ia all compacies, in a, particulat manner. Addiion, now 
and then, used to pla7 a little upon th^n ; bnt he alwsTs took it 
weU." — Pope (SpCTce'j ArKcdoteii'). 

" Sir Bichard Steele was tlie best-natorcd creatore in the world: 
eren in hia wont state of health, he seemed to desire nothing bnt 
to please and be pleased." — Dr. Tomro {Sptiux'i Anecdola}, 
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and a great sliow of the nobilityj besides twenty 
thousand people, and above a thousand coaches. 
" The Guards had just got their new clothes," tho 
" London Post " said : " they are extraordinary grand, 
and thought to be the finest body of torse in the 
world." But Steele could hardly have seen any 
actual service. He who wrote about himself, his 
mother, his wife, his loves, his debts, hia friends, 
and the wine he drank, would have told us of his 
battles if he had seen any. His old patron, 
Ormond, probably got him his cometcy in the 
Guards, from which he was promoted to be a captain 
in Lucas's, Fusiliers, getting his company through 
the patronage of Lord Cutts, whose secretary he 
was, and to whom he dedicated his work called the 
" Christian Hero." As for Dick; whilst writing this 
ardent devotional work, he was deep in debt, in 
drink, and in all the follies of the town; it is 
related that all the officers of Lucas's, and the 
gentlemen of the Guards, laughed at Dick.* And 
in truth a theologian in liquor is not a respectable 
object, and a hermit, though he may be out at 
elbows must not be in debt to the tailor. Steele 
says of himself that ho was always sinning and 

' ' Tbe gaiety of hia draTnatic tone mny be seen in tbU little 

tceoo between two briHinnt aiBtem, from hi« comedy, TU Funeral, 

or Gri^ i la Mode. Dick wrote thii, he said, from " a neceiaity 

of fnliT^mng his character," whicli, it leemed, the " Cbriatiui 

K 
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repenting. He beat hia breast and cried most 
piteously when he did repent: but as soon as 
crying had made him thirsty, he fell to sinning 



Hero " had a tendency to maWe too decorona, gravB, and respect- 
able in the eyes of reodera of that pious piece. 

["Scene rfrotcs, and dlscouers Ladt Chablotte, reading at a 
table, — Ladt Hasriet, playing al a glass, to aiul fro, and 
viewing hereet/.l 

" X. Ha, — Nay, good sister, yon may as well talk to me [fooitny 
at herself as she jpeaAs] as sit staring at a book which I know 
you can't attend. — Goud Dr. Lncas may have writ there what he 
pleases, bnt there "b no putting Francis, Iiord Hardy, now Earl of 
Bmmpton, out of your head, or making him absent from your 
eyei. Do but look on me, now, and deny it if you can. 

" Z. CA.— You ate the maddest girl [smtiinj]. 

"Z. ffa.— Look ye, I knew you could not say it and farbear 
laughing [fooAinj over CAor/oHe]. — Ohl I Bee his name aa pUin 
as you do — F — r— a— n, Fran,— c — i — s, cia, FraJicis, 'tis in erery 
line of the book. 

"Z. Ck. \Rising\ — It's in Tain, I see, to mind anything in 
RQch impertinent company — but granting 'twere aa yon say, aa 
to my Lord Uardy— 'lis more excusable to admire another than 
otlcself. 

" Z. Ha. — Ho, I lliink not, — yee, I grant yon, than really to b« 
vain of one's person, but I don't admire myself — PishI t don't 
believe my eyes to have that loflness. ^Looking in the glaa.'] 
They an't so piercing : no, 'tis only stuff, the men will he talking. 
— Some people are auch admirers of teeth — Lord, what signifle* 
teeth] IShowing her teeth.'\ A very black-a-moor has a« white 
a set of teeth as L — No, Bisier, I don't admire myself, bnt I 're a 
spirit of contradiction in me : I don't know I 'm in love with 
myself, only to rival tho men. 

" Z. Ch. — Ay, but Mr. Caropley will gain ground ey'n of that 
rival of hia, your dear self. 

"Z. Ha. — Oh, what have 1 done to you, that yonahotild name 
that insolent intruder? A confident, opinionative fop. Mo, 
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again. In that charming paper in the "Tatler," 
in which he records his father's death, his mother's 
griefo, his own most solemn and tender emotions, he 
says he is interrupted by the arrival of a hamper 
of wine, " the same as is to be sold at Crarra way's. 



The public enry and tlie pulilic caic, 

I shan't be bo easily catchcd — I thank him— I want but to be 
lure, I should heartilf torment him bj banishing him, and then 
consider vhether he should depart Uiis life or not. 

" Z. Ch, — Indeed, siiter, to be serious with 70U, this Tonltj la 
yont humour does not at all become jou. 

"£. Ha Vaoitf I All the matter is, ve gay people an mora 

■incere than you wiie folks : all your life 's on art.^Speak yon 
reaL — Look you there, — [Hauling her to the glass.~\ Are you not 
■tTDCk with a secret pleasure when you view that bloom in your 
look, that banuony in your shape, that promptitude in your 

" L. CA.— Well, simpleton, if I an at first so gunple as to be a 
little taken with myself, I know it a fault, and take pains to 
correct it. 

" L. fia.~Plisaw ! Phaaw I Talk this musty tale to old Krs. 
Fardingaie, 'tis tiresome for me to think at that rate. 

" L. Ch. — They that think it too soon to understand themselves 
will lery soon find it too late. — But tell me honeitly, don't you 
like Compley ? 

" L. Ha. — The fellow is not to be abhorred, if the forward 
thing did not think of getting me so easily. — Oh, I hate a heart 
I can't break when I please. — What makes the Tslne of dear 
china, but that 'tis so brittle ? — were it not for that, you might as 
well have stone mugs in your cioaet." — The Funeral, Oct. 2nd. 

"We knew the obligations the stage had to his writings 
[^Steele's] ; there being scarcely a comedian of merit in onr 
whole company whom his " TatJers " had not made better bf 
hi* lecommeadation of them." — Ciobeb. 
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next week," upon tlie receipt of whicli he sends for 
three friends, and tliey fall to instantly, "drinking 
two bottles a-piece, with great benefit to themselves, 
and not separating till two o'clock in t^e morning." 

His life was so. Jack tlie drawer was always 
interrupting it, bringing him a bottle from the 
"Rose," or inviting him over to a bout there with 
Sir Plume and Mr. Diver; and Dick wiped his eyes, 
which were whimpering over hia papers, took down 
his laced hat, put on his sword and wig, kissed his 
wife and children, told them a lie about pressing 
business, and went off to the " Rose " to the jolly 
fellows. 

While Mr. Addison was abroad, and after he 
came home in rather a dismal way to wait upon 
Providence in his shabby lodging in the Haymarket, 
young Captain Steele was cutting a much smarter 
figure than that of his classical friend of Charter- 
house Cloister and Maudlin Walk. Could not some 
painter give an interview between the gallant captain 
of Lucas's, with hia hat cocked, and his lace, and his 
face too, a tri&e tarnished with drink, and that poet, 
that philosopher, pale, proud, and poor, his friend 
and monitor of school days, of all days? How 
Dick must have bragged about his chances and his 
hopes, and the fine company he kept, and the charms 
of the reigning toasts and popular actresses, and the 
number of bottles that he and my lord and some 
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other pretty fellows had cracked over night at Uie 
" Devil," or the " Garter ! " Cannot one fancy 
Joseph Addison's calm smile and cold grey eyes 
following Dick for an instant, as he stmts down 
the Mall, to dine with the Guard at St James's, 
before he turns, with his sober pace and thread-bare 
snit, to walk back to his lodgings up the two pur 
of stairs? Steele's name was down for promotion, 
Dick always siud himself, in the glorious, pious, 
and immortal William's last table-book. Jonathan 
Swift's name had been written there by the same 
hand too. 

Our worthy friend, the author of the "Christian 
Hero," continued to make no small figure about 
town by the use of his wits,^ He was appointed 
Gazetteer: he wrote, in 1703, "The Tender 
Husband," his second play, in which there is some 
delightlid farcical writing, and of which he fondly 
owned in afler-life, and when Addison was no more, 
that there were " many applauded strokes " from 
Addison's beloved hand.^ Is it not a pleasant 

' "There it not dow in liis eight tliaC exceUcnt man, vhom 
Heaven mode Lis friend and superior, to be at a, certain place in 
pain for what he should say or do. I iciil go on in his further 
cDcouragemeat. The best woman that ever man had cannot now 
lament and pine at his neglect ofhimseli." — Sibsle [of himBelf]. 
The Theatre. No. IB, Feb., 1719-20. 

' "The Funeral" Bupplies an admirable stroke of humonr, — 
one which Sydney Sniitb haa used as an Ulustration <rf the faculty 
in his Lectures. 
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partnei'ship to remember? Can't ose fancy Steele 
full of Bpirits and youth, leaving his gay company 
to go to Addison's lodging, where his friend sits in 
the shabby sitting-room, q^uite serene, and cbeerfiilf 
and poor? In 1704, Steele came on the town with 
another comedy, and behold it was so moral and 
religious, as poor Dick insisted, so dull the town 
thought, that the "Lying Lover" was damned. 

Addison's hour of success now came, and he was 
able to help our friend, the "Christian Hero," in 
such a way, that, if there had been any chance of 
keeping that poor tipsy champion upon his legs, 
his fortune was safe, and his competence assured. 
Steele procured the place of Commissioner of 
Stamps: he wrote eo richly, so gracefully often, 
80 kindly always, with such a pleasant wit and 
easy frankness, with such a gush of good spirits 
and good humour, that hia early papers may be 
compared to Addison's own, and are to be read. 

The nndertaker is talking to Ms trnplayta about tbeir duty. 

Sabh. — " Ha, you I — A littlo more npon the dismal [Jorming 
their couRttnajtcea] ; this fellow has a good mortal look,— place 
him nev tbe corpse ; that wainscot- face must he o' top of the 
itairs ; that f^aw '% almost In a. frif^t (that looks aa if he were 
fbll of some strange misery) at the end of the halL So — But 1 11 
fix you all myself. Let 'i have no laughing now oa any pravoca- 
tion. Look yonder, — that hale, well-looking puppy ! Ton oa- 
grateful scoundrel, did not I pity you, take you out of a great 
man's service, and show you the pleasure of recdving wages P 
Did not I give you ten, Ihai ^fifteen, and tutmlg jAiUinjri a metk to te 
tornne/idt—aMl At awrt J give s/oti IthiiiA tht gladder gm art I" 
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by a male reader at least, with quite an eijual 
pleasure.' 

' "From my oim Apartment, Nov. 16. 

"There are eereral pertoiw who huTe many pleasures and 
entertainmeaU in Itieir possession, which they do not enjoj; it 
ia, therefore, a kind and good office to acquaint them with their 
own happiness, and turn their attention to such instances of their 
good fortune as they are apt to overlook. Persons In the married 
state often want such a monitor j and pine away their days hj 
looking upon the same condition in anguish and murmuring, 
which carries with it, in the opinion of others, a complication of 
all the pleasures of life, and a retreat from its inquietudes, 

" I am led into this thought by a visit I made to an old friend 
who vaa formerly my schoolfeLow. He came to town last week, 
with his family, for the winter ; and yesterday morning sent me 
word his wife expected me to dinner. I am, as it were, at home 
at that house, and every member of it knows me for their well- 
wisher. I cannot, indeed, express the pleasuro it is to be met hy 
the children with so much joy as I am when I go thither. The 
boys and girls strive who shall come flrst, when they think it is I 
that am knocking at the door; and that child which loses the 
race to me runs back again to tell the father it is Mr. Sickerstafi*. 
This day I was led in by a pretty girl that we all thought must 
have forgot me ; for the famUy has been out of town these two 
years. Her knowing me again was a mighty subject with us, and 
took up our discourse at the first entrance; after which, thej 
began to rally me upon a thousand little stories they heard in the 
country, about my marriage to one of my neighbonra' daughters j 
upon which, the gentleman, my frientl, said, 'Nay; ;if Mr. 
Bldcerstaff' marries a child of any of bis old companions, I 
hope mine shall have the preference : there is Mrs. Mary is now 
sixteen, and would make him as fine a widow as the best of them. 
But I know him too well ; he is so enamoured with the very 
memory of those who flourished in our youth, that he will not so 
much as look upon the modem beauties. I remember, old gentle- 
man, how often you went home ia a day Ic refresh your counte- 
nance and dress when Teraminta reigned in your heart. As we 
came up in the coach, I repeated to my wife some of yonr verses 
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After the "Tatler," in 1711, the famous "Spec- 
tator " made its appearance, and this was followed, at 

on her.' With inch redectioni on little paasages which happened 
long ago, ire passed our time during n cheerful and elcgnut mesL 
After dinner his lady led the room, as did also the children. As 
won as we were alone, he took me by the baud : ' Well, my good 
friend,' wyi he, ' I am heartily glad to tee thee ; I vug afraid you 
ironld nerer have seen all the oompany that dined with you to- 
day again. Do not yoa think the good woman of the house a 
little altered since yon followed her from the playhouse to find 
out who she was for me ? ' I perceived a tear full down his cbeek 
as he spoke, which moved me not h little. But, to turn the 
disconrse, I «aid, ' She i» not, indeed, that creature she was when 
she returned me the letter I carried f>om you, and told me, ' She 
hoped, as I was a gentleman, I would be employed no more to 
Irouhle her, who had never ofiended me ; but would be bo much 
the gentleman's friend as to dissuade him f^om a puhiuit which 
he could never succeed in.' You may remember I thought her in 
earnest, and you were forced to employ your cousin Will, who 
made his sister get acquainted with her for you. You cannot 
expect her to be ftir ever fifteen.' 'Fifteen!' replied my good 
liicnd. 'Ahl you little understand — you, that have lived a 
bachelor — how great, how exquisite a pleasure there is in being 
really beloved I It is impossible that the most beauteous face in 
nature should raise in me such pleasing idea^ as when I look upon 
that excellent woman. That fading in her countenance is chiefly 
caused by her watching with me in my fever. This was followed 
by B Qt of sickness, which had like to have carried me off last 
winter. I tell you, sincerely, I have so many obligations to her 
that I cannot, with any sort of moderation, think of her present 
state of health. But, as to wliat you aay of fifteen, she gives me 
every day pleasure beyond what I ever knew in the possession of 
her beanty when I was in the vigour of youth. Every moment 
of her life brings me firesh instances of her complacency to my 
inclinations, and her prudence in regard to my forttme. Her face 
is to me much more beautiful than when I flrst saw it ; there ia 
no decay in any feature whiuh I cannot trace from the very 
instant it was occasioned by some anxious concrm for my wclfaro 
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various intervals, by many periodicals under tlie 
same editor — the "Guardian" — the "Englishman'* 

and iutereits. Thus, at the game time, methinki, the love I 
coQCeived towards her for vhat she was, ii heigbtened by m7 
gramiide for what she l». The love of a wiib is as much abOTS 
the idle passion commonly called bj tbat name, ea the lond 
laughter of boObous is inferior to the elegant mirth of genUemen. 
Oh 1 she is an inestimable jewel I In her examinatiDD of her 
household afiMra, she shows a certain learfuliieas to find a &nlt^ 
vhich makes her serrauts obej her like children ; and tbe tneaneat 
we have has an ingenuous shame for an offence not always 
to be loen in childien in other families, I speak freely to yon, 
my old friend; ever since her aickneas, tilings that gave me the 
qaickest joy before turn now to a certain anxiety. Ai tbe children 
play in the next room, I know the poor things by their stepa, and 
am considering what tbey must do should they lose thmr mother 
Id their tender years. The pleasure I used to take in telling my 
boy stories of battles, and asking my girl questions about the 
disposal of her baby, and the gossipping of it, is turned into 
inward lefiection and melancholy.' 

" He would hare gone on in this lender way, when the good 
lady entered, and, with an iaexpreasible aweetnesi In her connte- 
nonce, told as ' she bad been searching her closet for something 
very good, to treat such an old friend as I was.' Her husband's 
eyes sparkled with pleasure at the cheerfulness of her counte- 
nance ; and J saw all his ibars vanish in an instant. The lady 
observing something in our looks which showed wa had been 
more seriooa than ordinary, and sedng her husband lecdve ber 
with great concera under a forced cheerfulness, immediately 
guessed at what we bad been talking of; and applying herself to 
me, aaid. with a smile, ' Mr. Bickerstaff, do not believe a wmd of 
vhax be tells you ; I shall still live to have yon for my second, as 
I hayo often promised you, unless he takes more care of himself 
than he has done since his coming to town. You mutt know he 
tells me, that he finds London is a much more healthy place than 
the country ; for ho sees several of his old acquaintances and 
schoolfellows are here — youiig /ellowa with fair, /all-liotlonied pari- 
wigt, I could scarce keep him this morning from going out ^pt*,- 
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— the " Lover," whose love was ratlier insipid — ^tbe 
" Reader," of whom the public saw no more after 

breoMttd.' M7 friend, wboi« always extremely delighted irith b^ 
agteeable huinonr, mode her sit down with ua. She did it vith 
that eaaineii which ii peculitr to women of sense ; and to keep 
up the good humour she bad bKmght in with her, turned her 
raillery upon me. ' Mr. Bickentaff, yon remember 70a followed 
tuB one night from the pluybouia ; suppoie you should carry me 
tiuther to-morrow night, ajid lead me in the ft'ont box.' This 
pnt lu into a long field of disconne aboat the beauties who were 
the mother* to the pieaent, and ihined in the boxes twenty yean 
ago. I told her, 'I wai glad she had tramferred bo many at her 
charmi, and I did noC question but her eldest daughter was within 
half-a-year of being a toast.' 

" We were pleaaiDg aunelTe* with thii fiintaatical preferment of 
the yonng lady, when, on a sudden, we were alarmed with the 
noise of a drum, and immediately entered my little godson to give 
me a point of war. His mother, between laugiiing and chiding, 
woold have put him out of the room 1 but I would not part with 
him so. ' I found, upon conversation with him, though he was a 
little noisy in his mirth, that the child had excellent parts, and 
was a great master of all the learning on the other side of eight 
years old. I perceiTed him a very great historian in 'JCsop'a 
Fable*;' but be frankly declared t« me his mind, 'that he did 
not ddight in that learning, because he did not believe they were 
true ; ' frir which reason I (bnnd be had -veey much tamed his 
studies, fbr about a twdvemonth past, into the lives of Don 
Bdlionis of Greece, Quy of Warwick, *the Seven Champions,' 
and other historian* of that age. I could not but observe the 
BBtisfactiiBi the fiither took in the forvardneu of his son, and 
that these diversions might turn to some profit. I found the boy 
had made remarks which might be of service to him during the 
course of hi* whole life. He would tell you the mismanagement 
ot John Hlckerthrift, find &ult with the passionate temper in 
Bevis of Southampton, and loved St. George for being the 
ohamplon of England ; aai by this means hod his thought* 
insrasibly moulded into the notions of discretion, Tirtoe, and 
bunonr. I wm extolling hii accomplishments, when his mother 
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his second appearance — the "Theatre," under the 
pseudonym of Sir John Edgar, which Steele wrote, 
while Governor of the Royal Company of Come- 
dians, to which post, and to that of Surreyor of 
the Royal Stablea at Hampton Court, and to the 
Commission of the Peace for Middlesex, and to the 
honour of knighthood, Steele had been preferred 
soon after the accession of George I., whose cattse 
honest Dick had nobly fought, through disgrace 
and danger, against the most formidable enemies, 
against trmtors and bullies, against Bolingbroke 
and Swift in the last reign. With the arrival of 
the King, that splendid conspiracy broke up } and a 
golden opportunity came to Dick Steele, whose hand, 
alas, wag too careless to gripe it. 

Steele married twice ; and outlived his places, hb 



told me, ' that the little girl who led me in this marning waa, ia 
ber 'waj, a better »cbolar tboo he. Bettj,* Bi^d she, 'deal* 
chlefl7 in falrieB and eprighta ; and aometimes in a winter nigbt 
will terri^ the maids with her accounts, antii they ue afraid to 
go np to bed.' 

' " I sat with them until it was Teir late, sotnetimes in merry, 
sometimes in eerious diseourse, with this particular plea«are, 
which glTes the only tme relish to all conrersatioD, a senae that 
erery one Of ns liked eacii other. I went home, coosidering tha 
different conditions of a married life and that of a bachelor ; and 
I must confess it struck me with a secret concern, to reflect, that 
whenever I go off I shnll leave no traces behind me. In this 
pensive mood I return to my ftoiily ; that ia to say, to my maid, 
my dog, my cat, who only can .be the better or worse for what 
happens to me."— The TalUr, 
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Echemes, his wife, his income, his health, and almost 
everything hut his kind heart. That ceased to trouble 
him in 1729, when he died, worn out and almost 
forgotten hy his contemporaries in Wales, where he 
had the remnant of a property. 

Posterity has been kinder to this amiable creature ; 
all women especially are hound to he grateful to 
Steele, as he was the first of our writers who really 
seemed to admire and respect them. Congreve the 
Great, who alludes to the low estimation in which 
women were held in Elizaheth's time, as a reason 
why the women of Shakspeare make so small a 
figure in the poet's dialogues, thAugh he can himself 
pay splendid compliments to women, yet looks on 
them as mere instruments of gallantry, and destined, 
like the most consummate fortifications, to fall, after 
a certain time, before the arts and braverj- of the 
besieger, man. There is a letter of Swift's, entitled 
" Advice to a very Young Married Lady," which 
shows the Dean's opinion of the female society of his 
day, and that if he despised man he utterly scorned 
women too. No, lady of our time could be treated 
hy any man, were he ever so much a wit or Dean, 
in such a tone of insolent patronage and vulgar 
protection. In this performance. Swift hardly takes 
pains to hide his opinion that a woman is a fool: tells 
her to read books, as if reading was a novel accom- 
plishment; and. informs her that "not one gentle- 



LJnnzprh.GoOyle 



man's daughter in a thousand has been brought to 
read or understand her own natural tongue." Addison 
laughs at women equally; hut, .with the gentlenesa 
and politeness of his nature, smiles at them and 
watches them, as if they were harmless, half-witted, 
amusing, pretty creatures, only made to he men's 
playthings. It was Steele who first began to pay a 
manly homage to their goodness and understanding, 
as well as to their tenderness and beauty.' In his 
comedies, the heroes do not rant and rave about 
the divine beauties of Gloriana or Statira, as tlie 
characters were made to do in the chivalry romances 
and the high-flown dramas just going out of vogue, 
but Steele admires women's virtue, acknowledges 
their sense, and adores their purity and beauty, with 
an ardour and strength which shotild win the good 
will of all women to their hearty and respectful 
champion. It is this ardour, this respect, this man- 

' " A* to the ptumita after aSection and eateem, the fiiir aex 
are bappy in this particolar, that with them the one ia much more 
nearly related to the other thim In men. The love of a womao. 
ia inseparable from some esteem other; and as she is naturally the 
object of aSectioD, ths woman who has your esteem has also some 
degree of your love. A man tliat dotes on a woman for her 
'beauty, will whisper his friend, ' that creature has a great deal 
of wit when you are well acquainted with her.' And if yott 
eiamine the bottom of your esteem for a woman, you will find 
you hare a greater opinion of her beauty than noybody else. Aa 
to us men, I design to pnsi most of my time with the facetiona 
Harry Bickeritaff; hut William Bicltcrataff, tlie most prudent 
man of our family, shall be my esetalor."— TrKfer, Ko. 206. 
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liness, which makes his comedies so pleasant and 
their heroes such fine gentlemen. He paid the finest 
compliment to a woman that perhaps ever was o&red. 
Of one wonmn, whom Congreve had also admired 
and celebrated, Steele says, that " to have loved her 
was a liberal education." " How ofteti," he says, 
dedicating a volume to his wife, "how often has 
your tenderness removed pain from my sick head, 
how often anguish from my afQicted heart ! If there 
are such beings as guardian angels, they are thus 
employed. I cannot believe one of them to be more 
good in inclination, or more charming in form than 
my wife." His breast seems to warm and his eyes 
to kindle when lie meets with a good and beautiful 
woman, and it is with his heart as well as with his 
hat that he salutes her. About children, and all 
that relates to home, he is not less tender, and more 
than once speaks in apology of what he calls his 
softness. He would have been nothing without that 
delightful weakness. It is that which ^ves his works 
their worth and his style its charm. It, like his life, 
is full of faults and careless blunders; and redeemed, 
like that, by his sweet and compassionate natura 

We possess of poor Steele's wild and chequered 
life some of the most curious memoranda that ever 
were left of a man's biography.' Most men's letters, 

' The Correspondence of Steele pnssed after bU death into the 
posseseion of his daughter Elizabeth, by hU wcond wife, SG«i 



h Google 



from Cicero down to Walpole, or down to the great 
men of our own time, if you will, are doctored 

Scurlock, of Carmarthenshire. Slie married the Hon. Jotio, after- 
iraTda third Lard TreTOT. At lier death, part of the letters passed 
to Mr. Thomas, a graadsou of a natural dauglitor of Stecle'a ; and 
part to Lady Trevor's next of kin, Mr. Scvirlock. They were 
published by the learned Nichols — from whose later edition of 
tbem, in 1809. our specimens are quoted. 

Here we have him, in Uis courtship—wbich was not a very long 

"Aug-SO, 1707. 

** Madam, — 

" I beg pardon that my paper is not finer, but I am forced 
to vrite t^m a cofTee-houBe, where I am attending about business. 
There is a dirty crowd of busy faecs nil aroucd ma, talking of 
money ; while aU my ambition, ail ray weallli, is love I Love 
which, aoimatea my heart, sweetens my humour, enlarges my 
soul, aud aOects every action of my life. It is to my lovely 
charmer I owe, that many noble ideas are continually affiled to 
my vorda and actious ; it is the natund effect of that generous 
passion to create in the admirer some similitude of the object 
admired. Thus, my dear, am I every day to improve from so 
sweet a companion. Look op, mj fair one, to that Heaven which 
made thee such ; and join with me to implore its influence on our 
tender innocent hours, and beseech the author of love to bless 
the rites he has ordained — and mingle with our happiness it just 
sense of onr transient condition, and a resignation to His will, 
which only can regulate our minds to a steady endeavour to please 
Him and each other. 

" I am for ever your fliitiiful servant, 

"Rica. Steele." 

Some f^w hours atterwurds, apparently, Mistress Scurlock re- 
ceived the next one — obviously written later ia the day I 

" Salarday night (Aug. 30, 1707.) 

" Deah, Lotsly, Mm. Scubi.ocs, — 

" I have been in very good company, where yonr health, 
Tinder the character of the icoaian I luced best, has been oftan 
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compositions, and written with an eye snspIcionB 
towards posterity. That dedication of Steele's to 



drank ; so that I may say that I am dead drunk tor your sak^ 
which w more than /A'e /or jNjti. 

"Eica. Stbelb." 

TO MES. SCCBLOCK. 

« Sept. 1, 1707. 

"It U tbe hardest thing ia the world to be hi Iotc, «nd yet 
attend budneBs. As &r me, all who ipe^ to me Bnd me oat, and 
I most lock myself up, or otlier people will do it for me. 

"A gentleman aakedmethia moroing, 'what news IramListNmT' 
and I answered 'she ig eiquisitcly handsome.' Another desired 
to know' when I had last been at Hampton Court?' I replied, 
'It will be on Tuesday come se'nnight.' Prj'thee allow me at 
least to kiss your hand before that day, that my mind may be in 
some composure. Oh Love ! 

" ' A thoDiand totmeuts dwell about thee, 
Tet who conld live, to live without thee ? ' 

** Metliinks I could write a Tolmne to you; bnt all the langnage 
on earUi would tail in saying how much, and with what disin- 
terested passion, " I am eicr yoors, 

"Eicu. Stbelb." 

Two days after this, he is found eipounding Iiis circumstances 
and prospccte to the young laity's mamma, lie dates from "Lord 
SunderlttDd's office, Whitehall;" and states his clear income at 
1025/. per annum. "I promise myself" says he, "the pleasure 
of on industrious and Tirttious life, in studying to do things 
argeeable to you." 

They were married, according to the most probable conjectures, 
about the Tth inst. There are traces of a tiff about the middle 
of the next month; she being prudish and Sdgetty, as he was 
impassioned and recklesg. General pn^ress, however, may be 
Men from the following notes. The " house in Bury-street, Sb 
James's," was now token. 
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his wife is an u-tificiul performance, possitly; at 
least, it IB written witb that degree of aiti&ce which 



"Dbieesi Beiho OS Eaqth, — "Oel. 16, 1707. 

" Pardon me if jau do not see me till eleven o'clock, having 
met a school-ielloir from India, by irhom 1 am to be informed on 
thing! this niglit wliich expressly concern your obedient husband, 
"Eicn, Steele." 

TO URS- 8TEBLE* 

" Eight o'cloci, Fountain Q'avern, 
"Mr Dbab,— Oel. 22, 1707. 

" I beg of yon not to be uneasy ; fbr I have done a great 
deal of businesH to-day very succesafully, and w^t an hour or two 
about my ' Gazette.' " 

" Mt bbae, bsab Wife, — "Dec. 22, 1707, 

" I write to let you know I do not come home to dinner, 
being obliged to attend some buainesa abroad, of which I ahall 
give yOQ an account (when I see you in the evening), as becomes 
your dutiful and obedient husband." 

"Deuti Tava-Ti, Temph-har, 
"DeakPiide,— "Jan, 8, 1707-8. 

"I have partly succeeded in my business to-day, and incIoBe 
two guineas as earnest of more. Dea,r Prue, I cannot epme home 
to dinner. I languiah for your welfare, and will never be a 
moment careless more. 

" Your lythfal husband," &c. 

"DEiH Wipe,— "Jim. U, 1707-8. 

" Mr. Edgecombe, Ned Ask, and Mr. Lumley, have desired 
me to sit an hour with them at the George, in Pall-mall, for 
which I desire your patience till twelve o'clock, and that you will 
go to bed," &c 

"Deab Prce, — " Graift-inn, Feb. 3, 1708. 

" If the man who liag my shoemaker's bill calls, let Mm be 
uisirercd that I (bail call on him as I come home. I <tay here in 
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an orator uses in arranging a statement for the 
House, or a poet employs in preparing a sentimeiit 
in verse or for the stage. But there are some 400 
letters of Dick Steele's to his wife, which that thrif^ 
woman preserved accurately, and which could have 
been written bnt for her and her alone. They 
contain details of the business, pleasures, quarrels, 

order to get Janson to diBCOimt a bill for me, and ahull diae with 
bim foi that end. He ia expected at home erery minulo. 

" Your most humble, obedient BerTant," &c. 
" TatnU-coart Coffee-house, 

"DeIb WwB.— Mag 5, 1708. 

"I hope I have done this day what will be pleasing to yon; 
in the meantime shall lie this night at a baker's, one Leg, over 
against the Devil Tavern, at Charing-crOBs. I Bhall be able to 
coniVont the foola who wi»h me uneasy, and shall bare ttie sutia- 
faction to see thee cheerful and at ease. 

"If the printer's boy be at home, send him hither; and let 
Mrs. Todd send by the boy my night-gown, slippers, and clean 
linen. You shall hear from ne early in the moiriing," Sec. 

Dozens of ahnilar letteri follow, with occasional guineai, little 
piTcda of t«a, or walnuts, &c In 170S the " Taller" made it« 
appearance. The following curious note dates April Tth, 1710: — 

" I inclose to yon ['Dear Pme'] a receipt for the saucepan and 
■poon, and a note of S3f. of Lewis's, which will make up the SO/. 
I promised for your ensuing occasion. 

" I know no happiness in this life in any degree comparable to 
the pleasure I have in your person and society. I only b«^ of 
you to add to your other charms a l^fulness to see a maa that 
loves you in pain and uncosinoss, to make me as happy as it js 
possible to he in this life. Rising a little in a morning, and being 
dieposed to a cheerfulness would. not be amiss." 

In another, he is found excusing his coming home, being " invited 
to (upper to Mr. Boyle's." " Dear Pme," he says on this occasion, 
"do not send after me, for I shall he ridiculous," 
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reconciliations of the pair; they have aJl the genuine- 
ness of conversation ; thej are as artless as a child's 
prattle, and as confldenlial as a cnrtain-lecture. 
Some are -written from the printing-office, where he 
is w^ting for the proof sheets of his " Gazette," or 
hia "Tatler;" some are written from the tavern, 
wlience he promises to come to his wife " within a 
pint of wine," and where he has given a rendezvous 
to a friend, or a money-lender: some are composed 
in a high state of vinous excitement, when his head 
is flifstered with Burgundy, and his heart abounds 
with amorous warmth for his darling Pme: some 
are under the influence of the dismal headache and 
repentance nest morning: some, alas, are from the 
lock-np house, where the lawyers have impounded 
him, and where he is waiting for bail. Yon trace 
many years of the poor fellow's career in these letters. 
In September, 1707, from which day she began to 
save the letters, he married the beautiful Mistress 
Scurlock. Ton have his passionate protestations to 
the lady; his respectful proposals to her mamma; 
his private prayer to Heaven when the union so 
ardently desired was completed ; his fond professions 
of contrition and promises of amendment, when, 
immediately after his marriage, there began to be 
jnst cause for the one and need for the other. 

Captain Steele took a house for his lady upon 
their marriage, " the third door from Germain-street, 
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left hand of Berry-street," and the next year he 
presented his wife with a country house at Hannpton. 
It appears she had a chariot and pair, and somettmes 
four horses : he himself enjoyed a little horse for his 
own riding. He paid, or promised to pay, his barber 
fifty pounds a year, and always went abroad in a 
laced coat and a large black-buckled periwig, that 
must have cost somebody fifty guineas. He was 
rather a well-to-do gentleman. Captain Steele, with 
the proceeds of his estates in Barbadoes (left to him 
by his first wife), his income as a writer of the 
" Gazette," and his ofBce of gentleman waiter to his 
Eoyal Highness Prince George. His second wife 
brought him a fortune too. But it is melancholy to 
relate, that with these houses and chariots and horses 
and income, the Captain was constantly in want of 
money, for which his beloved bride was asking as 
constantly. In the course of a few pages we begin 
to find the shoemaker calling for money, and some 
directions fi"om the Captain, who has not thirty 
pounds to spare. He sends his wife, "the beauti- 
fullest object in the world," as he calls her, and 
evidently in reply to applications of her own, which 
have gone the way of all waste paper, and lighted 
Dick's pipes, which were smoked a hundred and 
forty years ago — he sends his wife now a guinea, 
then a half-guinea, then a couple of guineas, then 
half a pound of tea; and again no money and no 
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tea at all, but a promise that his darliog Frue shall 
lave some in a day or two : or a request, perhaps, 
that she will send over his night-gown and shaving- 
plate to the temporary lodging where the nomadic 
obtain 13 lying, hidden from the bailiff. Oh that a 
Christian hero and late captain in Lucas's should be 
afraid of a dirty sheriff's officer I That the puik and 
pride of chivalry should turn pale before a writ ! It 
stands to record in poor Dick's own handwriting; 
the queer collection is preserved at the British 
Museum to this present day; that the rent of the 
nuptial house in Jermyn-street, sacred to unutterable 
tenderness and Pnie, and three doors from Bury- 
street, was not pud until after the landlord had 
put in an execution on Captain Steele's furniture. 
Addison sold the house and furniture at Hampton, 
and, afiter deducting the sum in which his incor- 
rigible friend was indebted to him, handed over the 
residue of the proceeds of the sale to poor Dick, 
who wasn't in the least angry at Addison's summary 
proceeding, and I dare say was very glad of any 
sale or execution, the result of which was to give 
him a little ready money. Having a small house 
in Jermyn-street for which he couldn't pay, and 
a country house at Hampton on which he had 
borrowed money, nothing must content Captain 
Dick but the taking, in 1712, a much finer, larger, 
and grander house, in Bloomsbury-square ; where 
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his unhappy landlord got no better satisfaction than 
im friend in St. James's, and where it is recorded 
that Dick, giving a grand entertunment^ had a half- 
dozen qaeer-looking fellows in livery to wiut npcn 
his noble guests, and confessed that his servants were 
bailiffs to a man, " I fared like a distressed prince," 
the kindly prodigal writes, generously compliment- 
ing Addison for his assistance in the " Tatler," — 
"I fared like a distressed prince, who calls in a 
powerful neighbour to his aid. I was undone by my 
auxiliary ; when I had once called him in, I conld 
not subsist without dependence on him." Poor, 
needy Prince of Bloomsbnryt think of him in his 
palace, with his allies &om Chancery-lane ominously 
guarding him. 

All sorts of stories are toM indicative of his 
recklessness and his good humour. One narrated 
by Dr. Hoadly is exceedingly characteristic; it 
shows the life of the time: and our poor friend 
very weak, but very kind both in and out of his 
cups. 

" My fether," (says Dr. John Hoadly, the Bishop's 
son) — "when Bishop of Bangor, was, by invitation, 
present at one of the Whig meetings, held at the 
Tmmpet, in Shoe Lane, when Sir Bichard, in 
his zeal, rather exposed himself, having the doable 
duty of the day upon him, as well to celebrate the 
immortal memory of King William, it being the 
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4tli November, as to drink his friend Addison up to 
conversation pitch, whose phlegmatic constitation was 
hardly wormed for society by that time. Steele 
W4S not fit for it Two remarkable circumstances 
happened. John Sly, the hatter of facetious memory, 
was in the house; and John, pretty mellow, took it 
into his head to come into the company on his knees, 
nith a tankard of ale in his hand to drink off to the 
immortal memory, and to return in the same manner. 
Steele, sitting next my father, whispered him — Do 
lavgh. It U kvTruuati/ to laugh. Sir Richard, in the 
evening, being too much in the same condition, was 
put into a chair, and sent home. Nothing would 
serve him but being carried to the Bishop of 
Bangor's, late aa it was. However, the chairmen 
carried him honte, and got him up-stairs, when 
his great complaisance would wiut on them dowix 
stairs, which he did, and then was got qnietly to 
bed."' 

There is another amusing story which] I believe, 
that renowned collector, Mr. Joseph Miller, or his 
3ucce$sor3, have incorporated into their work. Sir 
Bichard Steele, at a time when he was much 
occupied with theatrical affairs, built himself a 

' Of thi( fiunom Biihop, Steele wrote,— 

"Tirtiie with so much ease ou Bangor sits. 
All bulta he purdona, though he Done commit a," 
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pretty private theatre, and, Ijefore it was opened 
to his friends and guests, was anxious to try whether 
the hall was well adapted for hearing. Accordingly 
he placed himself in the most remote part of the 
gallery, and begged the carpenter who had built the 
house to speak up from the stage. The man at first 
said that he was unaccustomed to public speaking, 
and did not know what to say to his honour ; hut the 
good-natured knight called out to him to say what- 
ever was uppermost; and, after a moment, the 
carpenter began, in a voice perfectly andihle : " Sir 
Richard Steele ! " he said, " for three months past 
me and my men has been a working ih this theatre, 
and we've never seen the colour of your honour's 
money: we will be very much obliged if you'll 
pay it directly, for until you do we won't drive in 
another nail." Sir Richard said that his friend's 
elocution was perfect, but that he didn't like his 
subject much. 

The great charm of Steele's writing is its natural- 
ness. He wrote so quickly and carelessly, that he 
was forced to make the reader his confidant, and had 
not the time to deceive him. He had a small share 
of book-learning, but a vast acquaintance with the 
world. He had known men and taverns. He had 
lived with gownsmen, with troopers, with gentleman 
ushers of the Court, with men and women of 
fashion; with authors and wits, with the innuitcs 
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of the spunglng houses, and with the frequenters 
of all the clubs and coffee-houses in the town. He 
was liked in all company because he liked it; and 
jou like to see his enjoyment as you like to see the 
glee of a box full of children at the pantomime. He 
was not of those lonely ones of the earth whose 
greatness obliged them to be solitary; on the con- 
trary, he admired, I think, more than any man 
who ever wrote ; and full of hearty applause and 
sympathy, wins upon you by calling you to share his 
delight and good-humour. His laugh rings through 
the whole house. He mnst have been invuluahle 
at a. tragedy, and have cried as much as the most 
tender young lady in the boxes. He has a relish 
for beauty and goodness wherever he meets it He 
admired Shakspeare affectionately, and more than ' 
aJiy man of his time ; and, according to his generous 
expansive nature, called upon all his company to 
like what he liked himself. He did not damn with 
faint praise : he was in the world and of it ; and his 
enjoyment of life presents the strangest contrast to 
Swift's savage indignation and Addison's lonely 
serenity,! Permit me to read to you a passage from 

' Here we haye some of his later letters : — 

"Hampten Court, March 16, 1716-17. 
"Deaii Pani, 

" If yon have written aoytbing to roe which I ihoiild have 
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each writer, curiously indicative of his peculiar 
humour: the subject is the same, and the mood 

receired iMt night, I beg yaar pardon that I cannot answer UU 

the next poat. Your eon at the present writing is mighty 

veil employed in tumlilmg on the floor of the room and sweeping 
the sand with a feather. He grows a most delightAil child, and 
Tery full of play and spirit. He is also a very great scholar : he 
can read his primer ; and I have brought down my Virgil. He 
makes most shrewd remarks abont the pictures. We are teij 
Intimate friends and plafTellows. He begins to be rerj ragged ; 
and I hope I shall he pardoned if I equip him with new clothes 
and frocks, or what Ura. Evans and I shall think for hia KTrice." 

[Undated.] 
" Too. tell me yon want a little flattery from me. I assure yon 
I know no one who deserves so much commendation aa yourself, 
and to whom saying the best things would be so little like 
flattery. The thing speaks for Itself conslderiag yon as &Tery 
handsome woman that loves retirement — oue who does not want 
vit, and yet is extremely sincere t and so I coold go throogh all 
the vices which attend the good qualities of other people, of 
which you are exempt. But, indeed, though yon h«ve every 
perfection, you have an extravagant fault, which almost frus- 
trates the good in you to me ; and that is, that you do not love 
to dress, to appear, to shine out, even at my request, and to make 
me proud of jou, or rather to indulge the pride I have that jon 

" Toar most afl'ectionate, obsequions husband, 

"BlCH. Stbble. 
"A quarter of Molly's schooling is pEdd. The children are 
perfectly well." 

TO LADT BTBELE. 

"March 26, 1717. 
"Mr PBABB81 PEm:, 

"I have received yours, wherein you give me the 
sensible afaiction of telling me enow of the oonailoal pain in 
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the very gravest. Wo have said that upon all the 
actions of man, the most trifling and the most 
solemn, the humourist takes upon himself to com- 
meat. All readers of onr old masters know the 
terrible lines of Swift, in which he hints at his 
philosophy and describes the end of mankind: — ' 

"Amazed, confused, iU fate nnknowa. 
The worid itood tiembling at Joie's throne ; 
While each pale duner hung hia head, 
JoTe, nodding, shook the heavens and said : 

'OStoding race of homan kind, 
By nature, reaion, learaing, blind ; 
Yon who through frailty stepped aside. 
And you who never crr'd through pride ; 
You who ia different lecta were Bhaniin'd, 
And come to see each other dama'd ; 
(So aome folk told you, but thcj knew 
No mote of Jore'i designs than ytin.) 



jonr bead. When I lay in your place, and on your pillow, 

I aasnre you I f^ll into tears last night, to think that m; charming 
little insoleat might be then awake and in pain ; and took it to be 
• sin to go to sleep, 

"For this tender paiaion towards yon, I most be contented 
thit youi PrueMp will condescend to call yourself my well- 

At the time vhen the above lat«r letters were written. Lady 
Steele waa in Wales, looldog after her estate ttiere. Steele, about 
this time, was much occupied with a project for canvejing-flsh 
alive, by which, as he conitantly assures his wife, he firmly 
believed be iboold make hia fortune. It did not succeed, 
however. 

Lady Steele died in December of the mcceeding year. She 
lies buried in Westminster Ahlwy. 

' Lord ChesterGeld sends these verses to Yolloire in a cbotac- 
t«ritttc letter. 
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The world's mad biuincas now is o'er, 
And I rpBcnt your freaks no more j 
/ to such blockheads set my wif, 
I damn such foola — go, go, ;ou 're bit ! ' " 

Addison, Speaking on the very same theme, but 
-with how diOereut a voice, says, in his famous paper 
on Westminster Abbey ("Spectator," No. 26): — 
" For my own part, though 1 am always serious, I 
do not know what it is to be melancholy, and can 
therefore take a view of nature in ber deep and 
solemn scenes with the same pleasure as in her most 
gay and delightful onest When I look upon the 
tombs of the great, every emotion of envy dies 
within me ; when I read the epitaphs of the beautiful, 
every inordinate desire goes out ; when I meet with 
the grief of parents on a tombstone, my heart melts 
witli compassion; when I see the tomb of the parents 
themselves, I consider the vanity of grieving for 
those we must quickly follow." (I liave owned that 
I do not think Addison's heart meitcd very much, or 
that he indulged very inordinately in the " vanity 
of grieving.") " When," he goes on, " when I see 
kings lying by those who deposed them: when I 
consider rival wits placed side by side, or the holy 
men that divided the world with their contests and 
disputes, — I reflect with sorrow and astonishment 
on the little competitions, factions, and debates of 
mankind. And, when I read t!ie several dates on 
the tombs of some that died yesterday and some 600 
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yeara ago, I consider that Great Day when we sliall 
all of us be contemporaries, a&d make our appearance 
together." 

Onr third hnmourist comes to speak upon the 
same subject. You will have observed in the previous 
extracts the characteristic humour of each writer — 
the subject and the contrast — the fact of Death, and 
the play of individual thought, by which each com- 
ments on it, and now hear the third writer — death, 
sorrow, and the grave, being for the moment also his 
theme. " The first sense of sorrow I ever knew," 
Steele says in the " Tatler," " was upon the death 
of my father, at which time I was not quite five 
years of age : but was rather amazed at what all the 
house meant, than possessed of a real understanding 
why nobody would play with ns. I remember I 
went info the room where his body lay, and my 
mother sate weeping alone by it. I had my battle- 
dore in my hand, and fell a heating the coffin, and 
calling papa; for, I know not how, I had some idea 
that he was locked up there. My modier caught 
me in her arms, and, transported beyond all patience 
of the silent giief she was before in, she almost 
smothered me in her embraces, and told me in a 
flood of teara, ' Papa could not hear me, and would 
play with me no more : for they were going to put 
him under ground, whence he would never come to 
us again.' She was a very beautiful woman, of a 
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noble spirit, and there was a dignity in her grief 
amidst all the wildneas of her transport, which 
methought struck me with an instinct of sorrow that, 
before I was sensible what it was b> grieve, seized 
my very soul, and has made pity the weakness of 
my heart ever since." 

Can there be three more characteristic moods of 
minds and men ? " Fools, do you know anything of 
this mystery?" says Swift, stamping on a grave and 
carrying his scorn for mankind actually beyond it 
" Miserable, purblind wretches, how dare you to pre- 
tend to comprehend the Inscrutable, and how can 
your dim eyes pierce the unfathomable depths of 
yonder boundless heaven?" Addison, in a much 
kinder language and gentler voice, ntters much the 
same sentiment : and speaks of the rivalry of wits, 
and the contests of holy men, with the same sceptic 
placidity. "Look what a little vain dust we are;" 
he says, smiling over the tombstones, and catching, 
as is his wont, quite a divine effulgence as he looks 
heavenward, he speaks in words of inspiration almost, 
of " the Great Day, when we shall all of ua be con- 
temporaries, and make our appearance together." 

The third, whose theme is Death, too, and who 
will speak his word of moral as Heaven teaches him, 
leads yon up to his father's coffin, and shows you 
his beautiful mother weeping, and himself an nncon- 
Bcioua little boy wondering at her side. His own 
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nataral tears flow as he takes your band and con- 
fidingly asks your sympathy. " See how good and 
innocent and beautiful women are," he says, " how 
tender little children 1 Let na love tVese and one 
another, brother — God knows we have need of love 
and pardon." So it is each man looks with his own 
eyeSj speaks with his own voice, and prays his own 
prayer. 

When Steele asks your sympathy for the actors in 
that cbarDiing scene of Love and Grief and Death, 
who can refus^ it? One yields to it as to the frank 
advance of a child, or to the appeal of a woman. 
A man is seldom more manly than when he is what 
yon call unmanned — the source of bis emotion is 
championship, pity, and courage j the instinctive desire 
to cherish tliose who are innocent and unhappy, and 
defend those who are tender and weak. If Steele 
is not our friend he is nothing. He is by no means 
the most brilliant of wits nor the deepest of thinkers : 
hat he is our friend : we love him, as children love 
their love with an A, because he is amiable. Who 
likes a man best because he is the cleverest or the 
wisest of mankind ; or a woman because she is the 
most virtuous, or talks French; or plays the piano 
better than the rest of her sex? I own to liking 
Dick Steele the man, and Dick Steele the author, 
much better than much better men and much better 
authors. 
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The misfortune regarding Steele is, that mosf part 
of the company here present mast take his amiability 
npoD hearsay, and certainly can't make his intimate 
acquaintance. Not that Steele was worse than his 
time ; on the contrary, a far better, truer, and 
higher-hearted man than most who lived in it. But 
things were done in that society, and names were 
named, which would make you shudder now. What 
would he the sensation of a polite youth of the 
present day, if at a hall he saw the young object 
of his affections taking a box out of her pocket and 
a pinch of snuff: or if at dinner, by the charmer's 
side, she deliberately put her knife into her mouth? 
If she cut her mother's Uiroat with it, mamma would 
scarcely be more shocked. I allude to these pecu- 
liarities of by-gone times as an excuse for my 
favourite, Steele, who was not worse, and often much 
more delicate than his neighbours. 

There exists a curious document descriptive of 
the manners of the last age, which describes most 
minutely the amusements and occupations of persons 
of fashion in Loudon at the time of which we are 
speaking ; the time of Swift^ and Addiatm, and 
Steele. 

When Lord Sparkish, Tom Neverout, and Colonel 
Atwit, the immortal personages of Swift's polite con- 
versation, c-ame to breakfast with my Lady Smart, 
at eleven o'clock in the morning, my Lord Smart 
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was absent at tlie levee. His lordsltlp was at home 
to dinner at three o'clock to receive his guests ; and 
wc may sit down to this meal, likS the Barmecide's, 
and see the fops of the last century betore us. 
Seven of them sat down at diimer, and were joined 
by a country baronet, who told them they kept court 
hours. These persons of fashion began their dinner 
with a sirloin of beef, fish, a shoulder of veal, and 
a tongue. My Lady Smart carved the sirloin, my 
Lady Answerall helped the fish, and the gallant 
Colonel cut the shoulder of veal. All made a con- 
siderable inroad on the sirloin and the shoulder of 
veal with the exception of Sir John, who had no 
^petite, having already partaken of a beefsteak and 
two mugs of ale, besides a tankard of March beer 
as soon as he got out of bed. They dranli claret, 
which the master of the house stud should always he 
drunk after fish; and my Lord Smart particularly 
reconynended some excellent cider to my Lord 
Sparkish, which occasioned some brilliant remarks 
from that nobleman. When the host called for wine, 
he nodded to one or other of his guests, and said, 
" Tom Neverout, my service to you." 

After the fi^t course came almond pudding, 
fritters, which the Colonel took with his hands out 
of the dish, in order to help the brilliant Miss 
NotaUe; chickens, black puddings, and soup; and 
Lady Smart, the elegant mistress of the mansioDj 
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finding a skewer in a dish, placed U in her plate witli 
directions that it should be carried down to the cook 
and dressed for the cook's own dinner. Wine and 
small beer were drunk during this second conrae; 
and when the Colonel called for beer, he called the 
bntler, Friend, and asked whether the beer was good. 
Various jocular remarks passed from the gentlefolks 
to the servants ; at breakfast several persons had a 
word and a joke for Mrs. Betty, my lady's maid, who 
wanned the cream and had chai^ of the canister 
(the tea cost thirty shillings a pound in those days). 
When my Lady Sparkish sent her footman out to 
my Lady Match to come at six o'clock and play at 
quadrille, her ladyship warned the man to follow his 
nose, and if he fell by the way not to stay to get 
up again. And when the gentlemen asked the hall- 
porter if his lady was at home, that functionary 
replied, with manly waggiahness, " She was at home 
just now, but she '3 not gone out yet." 

After the puddings, sweet and black, the fritters 
and soup, came the third course, of which the chief 
dish was a hot venison pasty, which was put before 
Lord Smart, and carved by that nobleman. Besides 
the pasty, there was a hare, a rabbit, some pigeons, 
partridges, a goose, and a ham. Beer and wine were 
freely imbibed during this coarse, the gentlemen 
always pledging somebody with every glaas which 
they drank; and by this time the conversation 
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between Tom Keverout and Miss Kotable had 
grown so brisk and lively, that the Derbyshire 
baronet began to tiiink tbe joang gentlewoman 
was Tom'a sweetheart; on which Miss remarked, 
that she loved Tom "like pie." After the goose, 
some of the gentlemen took a dram of brandyt 
"which was very good for the wholesomes," Sir 
John said; and now having had a tolerably enb- 
atantial dinner, honest Lord Smart bade the butler 
bring np the great tankard full of October to Sir 
John. The great tankard was passed from band to 
hand and mouth to month, but when pressed by the 
noble host upon the gallant Tom Neverout, he sfud, 
" No faith, my lord, I Hke your wine, and won't put 
a churl upon a gentleman. Tour honour's claret is 
good enough for me." And so, the dinner over, the 
host saidj " Hang saving, bring qs np a ha'porth of 
cheese." 

The cloth was now taken away, and a bottle of 
Borgondy was set down, of which the ladies were 
invited to partake before they went to their tea. 
When they withdrew, the gentlemen promised to 
join them In an hour ; fresh bottles wete brought, 
the " dead men," meaning the empty bottles, removed ; 
«nd "d'you hear, John? bring clean glasses," my 
Lord Smart said. On which the gallant Colonel 
Alwit said, " I 'U keep my glass ; for wine is the best 
lic^aor tp wash glasses in." 
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After an hour the gentlemen joined the 1adie3, 
and then they all Bate and played quadrille until 
three o'clock in the morning, when the chairs and 
the flambeaux came, and this noble company went 
to bed. 

Such were manners' six or seven score years ago. 
I draw no inference from this queer picture — let all 
moralists here present deduce their own. Fancy the 
moral condition of that society in which a lady of 
iashion joked with a footman, and carved a great 
shoulder of veal, and provided besides a sirloin, 
a goose, hare, rabbit, chickens, partridges, black- 
puddings, and a ham for a dinner for eight 
Christians. What — what could have been ' tlie 
condition of that polite world in which people 
openly ate goose after almond podding, and took 
their soup in the middle of dinner? Fancy a 
colonel in the Guards putting his band into a dish 
of beigneii d'ahricot, and helping his neighbour, a 
young lady du monde ! Fancy a noble lord calling 
out to the servants, before the ladies at his table, 
" Hang expense, bring us a ha'porth of cheese ! " 
Soch were the ladies of Saint James's — such were 
the frequenters of White's Chocolate House, when 
Swift used to visit it, and Steele described it as the 
centre of pleasure, gallantry, and entertainment, a 
hundred and forty years ago! 

Dennis, who ran a muck at the literary socie^ of 
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bis day, faUs fool of poor Steele, and thus depicts 
him, — " Sir John Edgar, of the County of in 

Ireland, is of a middle stature, broad shoulders, 
thick legs, a shape like the picture of somebody 
over a farmer's chimney — a short chin, a short 
nose, a short forehead, a broad, flat face, and a 
dcaky countenance. Yet with such a face and 
sucli a shape, he discovered at sixty that he took 
himself for a beauty, and appeared to be more 
mortified at being told that he was ugly, than he 
was by any reflection made upon his honour or 
understanding. 

" He is a gentleman bom, witness himself, of very 
honourable family ; certainly of a very ancient one, 
for his ancestors flourished in Tipperary long before 
the English ever set foot in Ireland. He has testi- 
mony of this more authentic than the Heralds' Office, 
or any human testimony. For God has marked him 
more abundantly than he did Cain, and stamped his 
native country on his face, his nnderstanding, his 
writings, his actions, his passions, and, above all, his 
vanity. The Hibernian brogue is still upon aU these, 
though long habit and length of days have worn it 
oflf his tongne." * 



' Steele replied to Dennia in an "Answer to a WUmalol 
Pamphlet, caUed the Chuacter of Sir John Edgar." What 
Stede had to ■sj' i^ainit the croiB-grained old Critic ditcorers 
^ {peat deal of hnmom i 
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Altbongh this portrait is the work of a'mui who 
was neither the frieod of Steele noi of anj other 



" Ttwa never did'iC let the luo into thy guret, for fsu h> 
alionld bring c bailiff along with him 

" Tour year! are about sixty -Htb, an ngly, vinegar &ce, that If 
you had vty conmand yoD iroald be obeyed out of fear, from 
your ill-nature pictured there ; not from any other modve. Your 
height U about iome five feet five inches. You see I can give 
your exact metanre u irell at if I bad taken your dimenakin 
with a good cudgel, which I promiso you to do m soon as ever I 

have the good fortune to meet you 

' "Your donghty pannch standi before you like a flrkin of 
butter, and your duck-legi seem to be cast for carrying 

" Thy works are libels upon others, and tatitet upon thyself; 
and while they bark at men of sense, call him knave and fool that 
wrote them. Thou hast a great antipathy to thy own species; 
and hateit the sight of a fool but In thy glass.'' ' 

Steele had been kind to Dennis, and once got arretted on account 
of a pecuniary service which he did him. When John heard of the 
fact — " B'death ! " cries John j " why did not he keep mt of the 
way as I did?" 

The "Aoawer" concludes by mentioning that Gibber had 
oflfered Ten Pounds for the discovery of the antborship of 
Dennis's pamphlet ; on which, sajs Steele, — 

"I am only sorry be has offered so much, because the ttBentitth 
pari would have over-valued hia whole carcase. But I know the 
fellow that be keeps to give answers to bit creditors will betray 
him ; for be gave me his word to bring offluera on the top of the 
house that should nmke a hole through the ceiling of his garret, 
and so bring him to the punlshmenG he detervea. Some people 
think this expedient out of the way, and that he would m^e 
his escape upon hearing the least noise. I say so too; but 
it takes him up half an hour every night to fbrtify blm- 
sdf with his old hair trunk, two or three joint-stoolt, and 
some other Inmber, which he ties together with cord* ib Aut 
that it take! bim up the same time in ' 
liinitelll" 
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man alive, yet there is a. dreadful reaemblance to 
the original in the savage and exaggerated traits of 
the caricature, and every body who knows him most 
recognise Dick Steele. Dick set about almost all 
the undertakings of his life with inadequate meanSj 
and, B9 he took and furnished a house with the most 
generooB intentions towards his friends, the most 
tender gallantry towards his wife, and with this 
only drawback, that he had .not wherewithal to pay 
the rent when Quarter-day came,— ao, in his life he 
proposed to himself the most magnificent schemes of 
virtue, forbearance, pahHc and private good, and the 
advancement of his own and the national religion ; 
but when he had to pay for these articles — so 
diffictilt to purchase and so costly to maintain — 
poor Dick's money was not forthcoming : and when 
Virtue called with her little bill, Dick made a 
shuffling excuse that he could not see her that 
morning, having a headache from being tipsy over 
night; or when stem Duty rapped at the door 
with his account, Dick was absent and not ready 
to pay. He was shirking at the tavern ; or 
had some particular business (of somebody's else) 
at the ordinary: or he was in hiding, or worse 
than in hiding, in the lock-up house. What a 
situation for a man I — for a philanthropist — for a 
lover of right and truth — for a magnificent de- 
signer and schemer I Not to dare to look in the 
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face the Religion which he adored aud which lie 
had offended: to have to shirk down back lanes 
and alleys, so as to avoid the friend whom he 
loved and who had trusted him — to have the house 
wliich he had intended for his wife, whom ho 
loved passionately, and for her ladyship's company 
which he wished to entertain splendidly, in the pos- 
session of a balliET's man, with a crowd of little 
creditors, — grocers, butchers, and small-coal men, 
liDgering round the door with their bills and jeering 
at him. Alas ! for poor Dick Steele 1 For nobody 
else, of course. There is no man or woman in our 
time who makes fine projects and gives them up 
from idleness or want of means. Wlien Duty calls 
npon t«, we no doubt are always at home and ready 
to pay that grim tax-gatherer. When tee are strickeai 
with remorse and promise reform, we keep our pro- 
mise, and are never angry, or idle, or extravagant 
any more. There are no chambers in our hearts, 
destined for family friends and affections, and now ' 
occupied by some Sin's emissary and bailiff in pos- 
session. There are no little sins, shabby peccadilloes, 
importunate remembrances, or disappointed holders 
of our promises to reform, hovering at our steps, 
or knocking at our doorl Of course not.' We are 
living in the nineteenth century, and poor Dick 
Steele stumbled and got up again, and got into Jail 
and oat again, and sinned aud repented; and loved 
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and suffered; and lived and died scores of years 
ago. Peace be with himl Let ns think gently 
of one who was so gentle: let as speak kindly 
of (oie whose own, breast exuberated with hnman 
kindness. 
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PIIIOE, GAY. AND POPa 

Mattes7 Fbiob Tras one of those famous and 
lucky ^'its of the auspicious reign of Queeu Anne, 
whose name it behoves us not to pass over. Mat 
was a world-philosopher of no small genius, good 
nature, and actunen.^ He loved, he drank, he sang. 

' Gay calli him—" Dear Prior .... beloxed by every miiae." 
—Mr. Pope* Wdcomtftim Gretce. 

Swift and Prior were Tery intimate, and he ii frequently men- 
tioned in the "Jonmal to Stella." "Mr. Prior," »ay» Svifl, 

** walki to make himself &t, and I to keep myaetf down. 

We often walk round the park together." 

In Swift's works tbere is a ciuIqub tract called "Semarki on 
the Characters of the Court of Queen Anne " [Scott's edition, 
Tol. xiL] The " Bemarka " are not by the Dean ; bnt at the end 
of each is an addition in italics from hia band, and theie are 
■Jwaya cbaracterietic. Thus, to the Duke of Marlborough, he 
addi, "DtUatabli/ Cosetoui," flic Prior is thus noticed — 
"Matthew Pbiok, Esii., Commissioner of Trade 

" On the Qneen'a accession to the throne, lie wot continned in 
his office; is very welt at court with tbe ministry, and is an entire 
creature of my Lord Jersey's, whom he supports by his advice ; 
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He desciibeB himself, in one of his lyrics, " in a little 
Dutch chaise on a Saturday night ; on his left hand 
his Horace, and a friend on his right," going out of 
town from the Hi^e to pass that evening and the 
ensuing Snnday, boozing at a Spiei-haus -with his 
cotnpafiions, perhaps bobbing fur perch in a Dnteh 
canal, and noting down, in a strain and with a grace 
not unworthy of his Epicurean master, the charms 
of tuB idleness, bis retreat, and his Batarian Chloe. 
A vintner's son in Whitehall, and a distingoished 
pupil of Busby of the Rod, Prior attracted some 
notice by writing verses at St. John's College, Cam- 
bridge, and, coming up to town, aided Montague* 

ia ouQof the best poets in Englund, but rerj &eetioiU In eonrer- 
satioD. A tliiD, hoUow-looked man, turned of 40 ;eara old. Thit 

it near tht tnUt." 

"Tet counting u &r ai to iihy his yetxs, 

HU Tirtnea and rices wen a< otber aien'i are. 
High hopei he ooncrived and he smothered great fesra, 

In a life partj-coloured — half pleaiure, half cue. 
Not to baeineM a drudge, nor to faction a sla*e, 

He itrore to make interest and freedom agree , 
Id pnblic emplDTments industrious and grave, 

And alone with his friends, Lord, hov meirj vai be I 
Kow in equipage stately, now humbly on foot. 

Both fortune* he tried, but to neither wonid trust j 
And whirled in the round as the wheel turned ahout. 

Be found liches had wlnga, and knew man was hut duet." 
Pcioa's Potma, [Foe my own raonumenl,] 

' "lliey joined to produce a parody, entitled the 'Town and 
Country tfooK.' part of which Mr. Bayes is svppoMd to graii^r 
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in an attack on the noble oH English Hod John 
Dryden, in ridicule of whose work, " J'he Hind and 
the Panther," he brought oat that remarkable and 
famons bnrleflque, "The Town and Country Monae." 
Aren't you all acquainted with it? Have you not 
all got it by heart? What I have yon never heard 
of it? See what fame is made of 1 The wonderful 
part of the satire was, that, as a natural consequence 
of " The Town and Countrj- Mouse," Matthew Prior 
was made Secretary of Embassy at the Hague I I 
believe it is dancing, rather than singing, which 
distingoisbes the young English diplomatists of the 
present day; and have seen them in various ports 
perform that part of their duty very finely. In 
Prior's time it appears a different accomplishment 
led to preferment. Could you write a copy of 
Alcaics? that was the question. Could you turn 
oat a neat epigram or two? Coold yoa compose 
"The Town and Country Mouse?" It is manifest 
that, by the possession of this faculty, the most diffi- 
cult treaties, the laws of foreign nations, and the 
interests of our own, are easily understood. Prior 
rose in the diplomatic service, and said good things 



nis old friends Sm&rt end Jobnson, hj repeating- to theni, The 
piece la tliererore founded npon the twice-told jest of tbe ' Re- 
bearsal.' . . . There is nothing new or original in the idea. . . . 
la this piece, Prior, though the youpger man, aeems to hare had 
hy far Uie largeit Bbare." — Scott's Dryden, vol. i. p. 330. 
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that proved his sense and Ms Bpirit When the 
apartments at Versailles were shown to him, with 
the victories of Louis XIV. painted on the walls, 
and Prior was asked whether the palace of the King 
of England had any such decorations, " The monu- 
ments of my master's actions," Mat said, of William, 
whom he cordially revered, " are to be seen every- 
where except in his own house," Bravo, Mat ! 
Prior rose to be full ambassador at Paris,^ where 
he somehow was cheated out of his ambassadorial 
plate ; and in a heroic poem, addressed by him to 
her late lamented majesty Queen Anne, Mat makes 
some magnificent allusions to these dishes and spoons, 
of which Fate had deprived him. All that he wants, 
he says, is her Majesty's picture; without that he 
can't be happy. 

' '' He waa to have been in the aame commiBaion with the Dlilie 
of Shreirsbiirj, bat that that uoblemaD," ut;g Johnaon, "reiiued 
to be AMOcialed with one so meanlj bom. Prior tiierefore con- 
tioued to act irilhont a title till the Duke's return next year to 
England, and then he asaumed the style and dignity of ombot- 

Hc had been thinldag of glighta of this sort when he wrote hit 

Epitaph ! — , 

" Nabtea and heralds hf your leave. 

Here Ilea what once was Uatthew Fiior, 
The ion of Adam and of Eve ; 
Con Bourbon or Niutuu claim higher ? " 

Bat, in this caie, the old prejudice got the better of the old 
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" Thee, graeioQ* Anne, thee preMnt I adore : 
Thee, Qoeeu ^ Fence, if Time and Fate bare power 
Higher to ndie the ghtriei of thy reign, 
In irordi lublhiier snil a nobler itndlL 
Haj future baidi tha mighty theme rehearie. 
Here, Stator Jove, and Phtsbus, Mng of tctk. 
The votiie tablet I suejCnd." 

With that word the poem stops abruptly'. The 
votive tablet is suspended for ever like Mahomet's 
CofBn. "Sews came that the Queen was dead. Stator 
Jove, and Phoebus, king of verse, were left there, 
hovering to this day, over the votive tableL The 
picture was never got any more than the spoons and 
dishes — the inspiration ceased — the verses were n&t 
wanted — the ambassador wasn't wanted. Poor Mat 
was recalled from liia embassy, suffered disgrace 
along with his patrons, lived under a sort of cloud 
ever after, and disappeared in Essex. When deprived 
of all his pensions and emoluments, the hearty and 
generous Oxford pensioned him. They played for 
gallant stakes — the hold men of those days — and 
lived and gave splendidly. 

Johnson quotes from Spence a legend, that Priory 
ai^r spending an evening with Harley, St John, 
Pope, and Swift, would go off and smoke a pipe 
with a couple of friends of his, a soldier and his 
wife, in Long Acre. Those who have not read his 
late excdlency's poems should be warned that they 
smack not a little of the conversation of bis Long 
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Aero fnends. Johnson speaks slightingly of his 
lyrics; bnt with dne deference to the great Samuel, 
Prior's seem to me amongst the easiest, the richest, 
the most charmingly hnmoorous of English lyrical 
poems.' Horace is always in his mind, and his song, 
and his philosophy, his good sense, his happy easy 
turns and melody, his loves, and his Epicureanism, 
bear a great resemblance to that most delightful and 
accomplished master. In reading his works, one is 

' His epigntms bare the genuine spsiUe : 

Thb Rembdt wos«h tbak the Bjieue. 
'•IsentforBadcUO'; was bo ill, 

That other doctors gave me orer : 
He felt my pulie, preicribed a pill. 
And I iraj likely to recover. 

" But when the irit began to wheeze. 
And wine had warmed the politician. 
Cared yesterday of my disease, 

I died last night of my pliygicinn." 

" Yes, erery poat ia a fool ; 

By demonstration Ned can show it ; 
Happy oould Ned'a inrerted rale 
Prove erery fbol to t« a poet." 

" On his deatb-bed poor Lnbin lies. 
His spouse is in despair i 
With frequent sobs and mutual sight. 
They both eipress their care. 

" A different cause says ParwDn Sly, 

The same effect may give i 

Poor Lnbin fears tliat he shall die, 

Eii wife that he may live." 
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fltrack with their modem air, as well as by thar 
happy similarity to the songs of tlie charming owner 
of the Sabine farm. In his verses addressed to 
Halifax, he says, writing of that endless theme to 
poets, the vanity of hnman wishes — 

" So when in fbvcred dreami we sink. 

And, wak<ng, taste what we deaire. 

The real draught but feeds the Sre, 

The dresm la better than the drink, 

" Our hopes like to«efing fiilcoDi aim 

At objects in an alrj height : 

To stand aloof and view the flight. 

Is all the pleasure of the game." 

Would not yon fancy that a poet of our own dajrs 
was singing ? and, in the verses of Chloe weeping 
and reproaching him for his inconstancy, where he 

says — 

" The God of us verae-men, you know, child, the Sun, 

How after his joume^, he sets up his rest. 

If at morning o'er earth 'tis his Guicj to run. 

At night he declines on his Thetis's brcist. 

" So, when I am wearied with wandering all day. 

To thee, wy delight, in the BTening I come : 

Ko matter what t>eautieB I saw in my way; 

They were but my Tiaits, but thon art my htano ! 
" Then flnlah, dear Chloe, this pastoral war. 
And let ua like Hornce and Lydia agree ; 
For thon art a girl as much brighter than her. 
As be was a poet mblimer than me." 

If Prior read Horace, did not Thomas Moore study 
Prior ? Lore and pleasure find singers in all days. 
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Roses are always blowing and fading — to-day as in 
that pretty time when Prior song of them, and of 
Chloe lamenting their decay — 

" She tighetl, abe amiled, and to tlie Qowon 
Foioting, the lorelj moraliit eaid { 
See, friend, in some few leisure hoars. 
See jonder what a change ia made t 
" All, me ! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of Beauty are bot one : 
At mom both fiottrisht, bright and guy, 
Soth fade at erening, pale and gone. 
" At davn poor Stella danced and sung. 
The amoroua youth around her bowwl, 
At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
I aaw, and kissed her in her shroud. 
■' Such as she ia vho died to-day. 
Such I, alas, may be to-morrow ; 
Go, Damou, bid the Muse display 
Tlie justice of thy Cloe's sorrow." 

Damon's knell was rung in 1721. May his turf 

lie lightly on him ! Deus sit propiliua huic potatori, as 
Walter de Mapes sang.* Perhaps Samuel Johnson, 



"^uj, 4, 1709. 

" DBAS SlB, 

" Friendship may lir^ I grant yon, withont b^g fed and 
cherished by correspoadence i but with that additiooal benefit I 
am of opinion it will look more cheerful and thrive better; for in 
this case, as in love, though a man is sure of his own constancy, 
yet hit happiness depends a good deal upon the sentiments of 
another, and while you aud Chloe are alive, 'tis not enough that 
I love you both, except I am sure you both love me agnin ; and as 
one of Iier surawis fortifies my mind more a^nst affliction than 
•11 £pictetns, with Simpliciua's comments into the bargain, so 
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who spoke slightingly of Prior's veneB, enjoyed thrai 
more than he was willing to own. The old morKlist 

yoai single letter gave me more real pleuore than all the irorb 

<tf Plato. I mnat return my answer to yoor xery kind 

queation concerning my health. The Bath vatcri hsre done a 
good deal toirarda the recovery of It, and the gre^t apeciflc, Capt 
Cahaltam, will, J thhit, confirm it. Upon this head I nnut tdl 
yon that my mare Betty growi blind, and may one day, by 
breaking my neck, perfect xaj co^ : If at BJihun fair any pretty 
uagg that is between thirteen and foorteen hands presented him- 
»e1f, and you would be pleased to pnrchase him for me, one of 
yonr serrants might ride him to Euaton, and 1 might receiTe Mm 
there. Thi«, sir, is jost as such a thing happens. If yon heat, 
too, of a Welch widow, with a good jointure, that has her goingt 
■nd is not very skittish, pray, be pleased to cast your eye on her 
for me, too. Yon see, sir, the great trust I repose in your skill 
and honour, when I dare put two such commissions in yoor 
hand. " — Tha Hanmer Corretpondtnct, p. ISO. 

"Parti, Ut—iaih JIftnt, 1714. 
"Mr DEAR Load and Fbibhd, 

"Matthev never had lo great occasion to write a word to 
Henry as now : it is noised here that I am soon to return. The 
question that I wish I could answer to the many that ask, and to 
our friend Colbert de Torcy (to wbnm I made your compliment* 
in the manner yon commanded) is, what is done for me ; and to 
what I am recalled? It may look like a hagateUe, what ii to 
become of a philosopher like me ? but it is not such : what is to 
become of a person who had the honour to be chosen, and tMit 
hither as intrusted, in the midst of a war, with what the Qoeea 
deiigned should make the peace g returning with tbe Lord Boling- 
broke, one of the greaieit men iu England, and one of ths finest 
heads in Europe (as they say here, if true or not, ii'impcrit)f 
having been letl by him in the greatest character (that of Het 
Majesty's Plenipotentiary), exercising that power eoQJointly with 
tbe Duke of Shrewsbury, and solely ader lus departurs; having 
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hxd studied them as well lu Mr. Thomas Moore, 
aod defended them, and showed that he remembered 

here recrired more diitingmshed honour than any Uinliter, 
except an Ambumdor, ercr did, and lome which were nerer 
given to axsy, but oho had that character ; haTing had all the 
mccen that Cimld be expected, haring (Qoi be thanked!) ipared 
DO paint, at a time when at home the peace ii roted tafe and 
honourable — at a time when the Earl of Oxibcd is Lord Treararer 
and Loifd Bolingbroka Fint Secretary of State ? Thii nnforta- 
nate pcrMm. I wttj, neglected, forgot, unnamed lo aoTUiing that 
majr apeak the Qneen latiafled with hii serTlcet, or hla trienda 
concerned aa to hi* tortnne. 

"Hr. de Torcy pnt me quite out of uountenance, the other day, 
hy a pity that wounded me deeper than ever did the cruelty of 
the late Lord Godolphin. He said he would writ« to Robtn and 
Harry about ma. God tbrhid, my lord, that I should need any 
foreign int«rcesuoa, or owe the least to any Frenchman living, 
heaides the decency of behaviour and the relums of common 
dvility : some say I am to go to Baden, others that I am to he 
added to the Commlssioneri fbr settling the commerce. In all 
eaiea, I am ready, but in the mean time, die allquid de tribia 
eaptttia. Neither of these two are, I presume, honom^ or rewards, 
neither of them (let me say to my dear Lord 'Bolingbroka, and let 
him not be angry with me,) are what Drift may aspire to, and 
what Mr. Whitworth, who was his fellow clerk, has or may 
passes B. I am far from desiring to lessen the great merit of the 
gentleman I named, for I heartily esteem and love him; but in 
this trade of ouri, my Lord, in which you are the general, as in 
that of (he soldiery, there Is a certain right acqwred by time and 
long service. You would do anything for your Queen's service, 
hut you would not be contented to descend, and be degraded to a 
chai^re. no way pioporCloned to that of Secretary of State, any 
more than Mr. Boss, though he would charge a party with a 
halhatd iD his hand, would be content all his life after to he 
Serjeant Was tny lj»rd Dartmouth, from Secretary, returned 
agidn to be Commis^oner of Trade, or from Secretary of War, 
would Z^ank Gwyn think himself kindly used to be returned 
ag»ia to be Commissioner? In short, my lord, you have put me 
N a 
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them very well too, on an occasion when their 
morality was called in question by that noted puritan, 
James Boswell, Esq., of Auchinleck.' 

above mjrself, and if I am to return to ii)7«cir, I shall letum to 
■omething very ditcontented and unea*;. I am enra, taj lord, 
yon vill make the best um yaa can of ihit hint for aj good. If 
I am to have anything, it vill certainty he for Her Majeitj'a 
•errice, and the credit of mj friendi in the Uiniitry, tltat it be 
done liefbre I am recalled &om home, lest the world may tliinli 
either that I Jiave merited to he disgraced, or that ye dare not 
■tand by me. If nothing is to be done, Jiat Wunbu Dei, I have 
' vrit to Lord Treuarer upon this aubjecti.and having implcmd 
yonr kind iatercesiion, I promise yon it is the last remoDStrance 
of this kind that I will ever make. Adieu, my lord ; all honour, 
health, and pleasure to you, 

"P.S. — Lady Jersey is just gone from roe. We drank your 
healths together in UEquebaogh after our tea : we are the greatest 
friends alive. Once more adieu. There ia no auch thing as the 
* Book of Travels ' you mentioned ; if there be, let friend tnison 
send na more particular account of them, for neither I nor Jacob 
Tonson can find them. Pray send ]larton back to me, I hope with 
some comfortable Udings." — Bolingbrokt'a Ltllen, 

I " I asked whether Prior's poems were to he printed entire ; 
Johnson said they were. I mentioned Lord Hales' censure of 
Fiior in his preface to a collection of sacred poems, by various 
hands, published by him at Edioburgh a great many years ago, 
where he mentions ' these impure tales, which will be the eternal 
opprobium of their ingenious author.' Jobxbon : ' Sir, Lord 
Hales has forgot. There is notliing in Prior tliaC wilt excite to 
lewdness. If Lord Hales thinkii there is, he must be more com- 
bustible Uiait other people' I instanced the tale of 'Paulo 
furganti and his wife.' Jobksob: 'Sir, there ia nothing there 
but that his wife wanted to be Idsaed, when poor Faulo was out 
of pocket. Ko, sir. Prior is a lady's book. No lady ia ashamed 
to have it Btandine in her library." — Bosubll's L>/e of Jolmsou. 
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In the great society of the wits, John Gay deserved 
to be a favourite, and to have a good place.^ In 
his set a]l were fond of him. His success offended 
nobody. He missed a fortune once or twice. He 
was talked of for court favour, and hoped to wui 
it; bat the court favour jilted him. Craggs gave 
him some South-Sea Stock; and at one time Gay 
had very nearly made his fortune. But Fortune 
shook her swift wings and jilted him too : and so 
his friends, instead of being angry with him, and 
jealous of him, were kind and fond of honest Gay. 
In the portraits of the literary worthies of the early 
part of the last century, Gay's face is the pleasantest 
perhaps of all. It appears adorned with neither 

' Osy wu of sn old Devonshire (amily, but Mt pccnniarj 
prospects not being great, was placed in his youth ia the houae 
of a Billc-mcrccr in London, lie was born in 1688 — Pope's year, 
and in ITIS the Dacbess of Uonmonth made him her Becretorj. 
Next year he published his "Huml Sports," which he dedicated 
to Pope, and so made an acquaintance, which became a memorable 
[riendahip. 

" Gay," aayi Pope, "was quit* a natural man, — wholly witliout 
aft OF design, and ipoke just what he tbongbt and as he thought 
it. He dangled for twen^ years about a court, snd at last was 
oOtxed to be made usher to the young princess. Secretary Craggs 
made Oay a present of stock in the South-Sea year ; and he was 
once worth S0,000/., but lost it all again. He got about SDO'^ by 
tjie flret Btggat'i Opera, and 1100(. or 1200/. by the second. He 
was negligent and a liad manager. Iiatterly, the Duke of Qaeens- 
berry took his money into his keeping, and let him only have 
what was necessary out of it, and, as he lived with them, be could 
not have occasion for much. He died worth upwards of 3,000l." — 
PoFH (Sproc«'» Anecdotes), 
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' periwig nor night-cap (tbe fall dress and tiegligie of 
learning, without which the painters of those days 
scarcely ever pourtrayed wits), and he laughs at yon 
over his shoulder with an honest boyish glee — an 
artless sweet humour. He was so kind, so gentle, 
so jocular, so delightfully brisk at times, so dismally 
woe-begone at others, such a natural good-creature 
that the Giants loved him. The great SwiiTt was 
gentle and sportive with him,' as the enoniious Brob- 
dtngnag muds of honour were with little Gulliver. 
He could frisk and fondle round Pope,* and sport, 
and bark, and caper without offending the most thin- 
skimied of poets and men ; and when he was jilted 
in that little court affair of which we have spoken, 

' " ill. Qaj ii, in all regards, as honest and sincere a man as 
ever I knew." — Swot, to Lady Btltg Geraaint, Jan. IT3S. 
* " Of manners gentle, of affections mild ; 
In wit a man ; simplicity, a ciiild ; 
Witli native humour temp'ring: virtuous rage, 
Fonu'd to deUgbt at once and lash tiie age ; 
Above temptation io a low estate, 
And uncorrupted e'en among the great : 
A safe companion, and an easy friend, 
Unblamed through life, lamented in the end. 
These are thy honours ; not that here thy bust 
Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy dust ; 
But that the worthy and the good shall say, 
Stiildng their pensive bosoms, ' Hert lies Gay.' " 

FoFs's Epitaph on Gay. 
"A hare who, in a civil way. 
Complied with everything, like Qay." 

Fablet, " TItt Hart and many FrunJt." 
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his warm-Beai'ted patrons the Duke and Duchess of 
Queensberry,' (the " Kitty, beautiful and young," of 

' "I can give you no account of Gay," lay* Pope, ciirioiuly, 
"liDcehfl WM raffled for, and von bacic by his DQcheu." — Work*, 
Spmw'j Ed., Tol. ix. p. 392. 

Here is the letter Pope wrot« to him when the death of Queen 
Anne broaght back Xiird Clarendon fram Hanaver, and loit him 
the lecretaTytbip of that nobleman, of which be had had but a 
■hort tenure. 

Gay'i court pTOspecti were never happy from this time. — Hi) 
dedication of the " Shepherd'i Week," to Bolbgbroke, Swift tued 
to call tbe " original iln," which had hurt him with the hotue of 
Raaarer. 

•'Stpt, 23, ITU. 
" DiAB Mb. GjlT,— 

" Welcome to your native loil ! welcome to your friendi ! 
tbricG welcome to met whether Tetnmed in glory, bleit vitli 
conrt iBt«re»t, the loie and familiarity of the great, and flUed 
with agreeable hopei ; or metaacholy with d^ectlon, contemphi- 
fire of the changei of fortune, and doubtful for the future j 
whether returned a triumphant Whig or a depending Tory, 
equally all hail I equally beloved and welcome to me I If happy, 
I am to partake of your elevation ; If unhappy, yon have atlU a 
warm corner in my henrt, and a retreat at Benfleld in the worst 
of time* at yonr service. If you are a Tory, or thought to by 
aoy mau, I know it can proceed frora nothing but your gratitude 
to a few people who endeavoured to serve you, and whose politics 
wei« never yonr concern. If yon are a Whig, aa I laCber hope, 
and •• I think yonr principles and mine (as brother poeti) had 
ever a bias to the side of liberty, I know you will be an honest 
man and an inoffensive one. Upon the whale, I know yon are 
incapable of being so much of either party as to be good for 
nothing. Therefore, once more, whatever yon are or in whatever 
state you arc, all hail t 

" One or two of your own friend) complained they had nothing 
from you since the Queen's death) I told them no nian living 
loved Mr. Gay better tban I, yet I bad not ouce written to him 
in all his voyage. This I thought a convincing proof, but truly 
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Prior,) pleaded his canse with indignation, and qnittect 
the court in a huff, carrying oS with them into their 

one may be b, friend to another without tetling Mm ao every 
month. Bat they had reasoni, too, themselTes to allege in your 
excnie, aa mea who reitlly value one another will never want nich 
at nalce their friends and themselves cosy. The late univeraal 
concern in pnblic affairs threw ns atl into a hurry of spirits : 
even I, who am more a philosopher than to expect anything from 
any reign, was borne away with the current, and full of the 
expectation of the successor. During your journeys, I knew not 
whither to aim a letter after you ; that van a sort of ahootinK 
flying : add to this the demand Homer had upon me, to write flfty 
verses a day, hesides learned notes, all of which are at a codcID' 
sion for this year. H^oice with me, O my friend I that my 
labour is over ; come and make merry with me in much feuting. 
We will feed among the lilies (by the lilies I mean the ladies). 
Are not the Rosalindas of Britain as charming as the Blousalindas 
of the Hague ? or hare Ihe two great Pastoral poets of our own 
nation renounced love at the same time? fhr Phillips, tpnatorol 
PbUlips, hath deserted it, yea, and in a mstlc manner kicked his 
Bosalind. Dr. Famell and I have been inseparable ever since 
yon went. We are now at the Bath, where (if you are not, as I 
hearCilyhope.betterengaged)yonr company would be the greatcat 
pleasure to us in the world. Talk not of espenses : Homer shall 
support his children. I beg a line from yon, directed to the Post- 
house in Bath. Poor Pomell is in an ill state of health. 

" Pardon me if I add a word of advice in the poetical w«jr. 
Write aomething on the King, of Prince, or Princess. On what- 
soever foot yon may he with the court, this can do no harm. I 
shall never know where to end, and am confounded in the many 
things I have to say to you, though they all amount bat to this, 
that I am, entirety, as ever, 

" Your," &0. 

Gay took the advice " in the poetical way," and published "An 
Epistle to a Lady, occasioned by the arrival of her Goyal Highness 
the Princess of Wales." But, though this brought him access to 
Court, and the attendance of the Prince and Princess at his farce 
of the " What d'ye call it," it did not bring him a place. On the 
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retirement their kind gentle prot^gi With these 
kind lordly folks, a real Duke and Duchess, as 
delightful as those who harboured Don Quisote, and 
loved that dear old Sancho, Gay lived, and was 
lapped in cotton, and had his plate (^ chicken, and 
his saucer of cream, and frisked, and bkrked, and 
wheezed, and grew fat, and so ended.* He hecame 
very melancholy and lazy, sadly plethoric, and only 
occasionally diverting in his latter days. Bat every- 
body loved him, and the remembrance of his pretty 
little tricks ; and the raging old Dean of St. Patrick's, 
chafing in his banishment, was afraid to open the 
letter which Pope wrote him, announcing the sad 
news of the death of Gay.* 



n of George II., he was off'ered the litnstion of Crentlcnian 
Usher to the Princess Louisa (her Highness heJiiB then two years 
oH); but "by this offer," says Johnson, "he thought himself 
insnlted." 

' " Gay was a great eater. — As the French philosopher used 
to proTe his existence by cagito, ergo avm, the greatest proof of 
Gay'H existence is, edit, ergo eat." — Conokeye, in a Letter to Pope 
{Speitce't Anecdaltii). 

' Swift indorsed the letter — "On my dear friend Mr. Gay'a 
death j received Dec 15, but not read till the aoth, by an impulse 
foreboding some raiafortune." 

" It was by Swift's interest that Gay was made known to Lord 
Bollngbroke, and obtained hig patronage." — Scott's Sioi/t, toL i. 
p. IGS. 

Pope wrote on the occasion of Gay's death, to Swift, thus : — 

" IDec. 5, 1782.] 
. . . . " One of the dearest and longest ties I have ever had is 
Irolcen all on a sudden by tbe unfortunate death of poor }ix. 
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Swift's letters to him are beantiful ; and having no 
pnrpose but kindness in writing to him, no party aim 
to advocate, or slight or anger to wreak, every word 
the Dean says to his favourite is natural, trustworthy, 
and kindly. His admiration for Gay's parts and 
honesty, and his laughter at his weaknesses, were alike 
just and genuine. He paints his character in wonder- 
ful pleasant traits of jocular satire. " I writ lately 
to Mr. Pope," Swifi says, writing to Gay ; " I wish 
you had a little villakin in his neighbourhood ; but 
you are yet too volatile, and any lady with a coach 
and SIX horses would carry you to Japan." " If your 
ramble," says Swift, in another letter, '* was on horse* 
back, I am glad of it, on account of your health ; 
but I know your arts of packing up a journey between 
atage-coaches and friends' coaches — for you are as 
arrant a cockney as any hosier in Cheapside. I have 
often had it in my head to put it into yours, that yon 
ought to have some great work in scheme, which 
may take up seven years to finish, besides two or 
three tmder-ones that may add another thousand 



Q»j. Ao Infammfttory fever carried him out of this life in three 
daji. .... He oiked of you a few hours before when in ftcnte 

tonnoit by the inflammation in his howels and breaet Hit 

slsteri, we nippose, will be hia heirs, who are two widows .... 
Good God 1 bow often are we to die before we go quite off this 
■ti^ ? In eteij friend we lose a, part of ourselves, and the best 
part. God keep those we have left I few are worth praTing fbr, 
and one's lelf the least of alt." 
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poonds to your stock, and then I shall be in less pain 
about you, . I know you can find dinners, but you 
lore twelve-penny coaches too well, without consi- 
dering that the interest of a whole thousand pounds 
brings you but half-a-crown a day:" and then Swift 
goes off from Gay to pay some grand compliments 
to Her Grace the Duchess of Queensberry, in whose 
sunshine Mr. Gay was basking, and in whose radiance 
the Dean would have liked to warm himself too. 

But we have Gay here before ub, in these letters — , 
lazy,' kindly, uncommonly idle ; rather slovenly, I 'ax ' 
afraid; for ever eating and saying good things; a ' 
little, round, French abb^ of a man, sleek, softr 
Imnded, and soft-hearted. 

Out object in these lectures is rather to describe 
tlie men than their works ; or to deal with the latter 
only in as faf as they seem to illustrate the character 
of their writers, Mr. Gay's " Fables," which were 
written to benefit that amiable Prince, the Duke of 
Cumberland, the warrior of Dettingen and Culloden, 
I have not, I own, been able to peruse since a period 
of very early youth ; and It must be confessed that 
they did not effect much benefit upon the illustrious 
young Prince, whose manners they were intended to 
mollify, and whose natural ferocity our gentle-hearted 
Satirist perhaps proposed to restrain. But the six 
pastorals called the " Shepherd's Week," and the 
bnrlesque poem of " Trivia," any man fond of lazy 
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' literatnre will find delightful, at- the present day, and 
must read from beginning to end with plea^are. 
They are to poetry what charming little Dresden 
china figures aro to sculpture: graceful, minikin, 
fantastic ; with a certain beanty always accompanying 
them. The pretty little personage^ of the pastoral, 
with gold clocks to their stockings, and fresh satin 
ribbons to their crooks and waistcoats and boddices, 
dance their loves to a minnel^tnne played on a bird- 
organ, approach the charmer, or rash from the false 
one daintily on their red-heeled tiptoes, and die of 
despair or rapture, with the most pathetic little grins 
and ogles ; or repose, simpering at each other, tinder 
an ubonr of .pea-green crockery ; or piping to pretty 
fiocks that have just been washed with the best Kaples 
in a stream of BergamoL Gay's gay plan seems to 
me far pleaaanter than that of Phillips— his rival and 
Pope's — a serious and dreary idyllic cockney; not 
that Gay's " Bumkinets and Hobnelias" are a whit 
more natnral than the would-be serioos characters of 
the other posture-master ; but the quality of this true 
humourist was to laugh and make laugh, though 
always with a secret kindness and tenderness, to per- 
form the drollest little antics and capers, but always 
with a certain grace, and to sweet music — as you 
may have seen a Savoyard boy abroad, with a hurdy- 
gurdy and a monkey, turning over bead and heels, 
or clattering and pirouetting in a pair of wooden 
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shoes, yet always with a look of love and appeal in 
his bright eyes, and a smile that asks and 'vrins 
affection and protection. Happy they who have that 
Bweet gift of nature I It was this which made the 
great folks and court ladies free and friendly with 
John Gay — which made Pope and Arbuthnot love 
him — which melted the savage heart of Swift when 
he thonght of him — and drove away, for a moment 
or two, the dark frenzies which obscured the lonely 
tjrrant's brain, as he lieard Gay's voice with its simple 
melody and artless ringing laughter. 

Wbat used to be said about RubinJ, jm'i7 avait dea 
larmea dans la voir, may be said of Gay,' and of one 
other humorist of whom we shall have to speak. In 
almost every ballad of his, however alight, ' in the 

* " Giky, like GoMamith, had a musical talent. ' He could play 
on the Ante,' iajt Malone, ' and iras, therefore, enahled to adapt 
10 happily lome of the idrs in the Beggar's Opera.' " — Nata te 
Srxmaa, 

' " T'wM irhen the aeaa were roaring 
With holloir bUutt of wind, 
A daiDBel laj deploiing 

All OD a, rock rectiaed. 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 

She cast a wiatftal look ; 

Her bead wal crawu'd with willowa 

That trembled o'er the brook. 

" ' TwelTe inoQtlis are .gone and OTer, 

And nine long tedious dnyt ; 

Why didst thou, venturous lover — 

Why did«t thou trust the mm? 
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"Beggar's Opera"^ and in its wearisome conUmution 
(where the verses are to the fall as pretty as in the 



Ceue, c«aBe, thou cmcl Ocean, 

Ami let my lover rest ; 
Ah 1 what's thy troohled motion • 

To that within my breast 7 
" ' The merchanC robb'd of p1ea*nn^ 

Sees tempeata in despair ; 
But what's the loaa of treasure 

To loiing of my doar ? 
Should you some coast be laid an. 

Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer muden, 

But none that loves yon so. 
" ' IIow can they say that Nature 

Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why, then, beneath ^he waltr 

Sbnuld hideoui roelu remain? 
No eyes the rooks discover 

Tbat lurk beneath the deep. 
To wreck the wandering lovar. 

And leave the maid to weepf ' 
" All melancholy lying, 

Tbns wail'd she for her dear; 
Bepay'd each blast with lishing. 

Each billow with a tear; 
When o'er the white wave stooping, 

Hia floating corpse she spy'd; 
Tben, like a lily drooping, 

Sbe bow'd her hsad, and died." 

A Baltad,/nm lie " What-d'ye eatt it' 

"What can be prettier than Gay's ballad, or, rather, Swift's 
Arbuthnot's, Pope's, and Gay's, in the ' What d'ye call it," Twis 
when the seas were roaring? ' I have been well infbrmed, that 
they all contributed," — Cowper to Uitioin, ITBS. 

1 " Dr. Swin had been obi«rviDg onoe to ill. Gay, what an odd 
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first piece, however), there is a peculiar, hinted> 
pathetic sweetness and melody. It charms and melts 
you. It '3 indefinable, but it exists ; and is the pro- 
perty of John Gay's and Oliver Goldsmith's best 
verse, as £cagrance is of a violet, or freshnesB of a 
rose. 

Let me read a piece from one of his letters, which 
is ao famous that most people here are no doubt 
familiar with it, hut so delightful that it is always 
pleasant to hear : — 

"t hare juit paMed part of thii Bummer it ui old nmiantic 
■eat of mj Lord Harcourt'*, which he lent me. It overlooki a 
common haj^fleld. where, under the ahade of a hajcDcl:, lat two 

pret^ sort of thing a Neirgate Paetdral might make. Gay was 
iaclined to tr^ at etich a tiling for acme time, but afterwarda 
thought it would be better to write a cotnedy OD the same plan. 
This, was wljat gave rise to the 'Beggar's Onera.' He began on 
it, and when he flril mentioned it to Swift, the Doctor did not 
mnch like the prqject. As be carried it on, he showed what he 
wrote to both of us; and we now and then gave a correction, or a 
wort or two of advice; but it was wholly of his own writing. 
When it was done, neither of ua thonght it would succeed. We 
showed it to Congreve, who, after reading it over, said, ' It would 
either take greatly, or be damned confoundedly.' We were all at 
thefirat nigbtof it, in great uncertainty of the event, till we were 
very much encouraged by overhearing the Duke of Argyle, who 
■at in the next box to ua, say, ' It will do — it most do! — I see it 
in the eyes of them! ' This was a good while before the flrst act 
was over, and so gave us ease soon; for the Duke [besides hi« own 
good taste] haa a. more particuiar research than any one now 
living in discovering the taste of the public. He was quite right 
in this OS niual ; the good nature of the audience appeared stroogw 
luid stronger every act, and ended in a cUmour of sppUtue."-^ 
Pom (SpoiM'f Aatcdolea). 
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loren— oa conKtent &a ever were found In romance — beneath ■ 
ipreaJing bush. The name of Ihe one (let it soand as it will) yraa 
John Eewet; of the other Sarah Dreir. JoLn was a, well-Bet 
man, about five and twentj; SariUi, a brave woman of eighteen. 
John had fbr teveral months home the labour of the day in the 
same field with Sarah; wlien Ebe milked, it was his morning and 
erening charge to bring the t^oirs to her pails. Their lavs was 
the talk, but not the scandal, of the whole neighbourliood, for all 
they aimed at was the blameless possession of each other ui 
marriage. It was bat Ihis verj morning that be had obtained hex 
parents' consent, and it was but tili the nest week that they were 
to wait to be happy. Perhaps this very day, in the intervals oi 
tiieir work, they were talking of their wedding clothes ; and John 
was now matching seTeral kinds of pop^es and field-fiowers, to 
make her a present of knots for the day. While they were thus 
employed (it was on the last of July), a terrible storm of thunder 
and hghtning arose, that drove the labourers tiywhat shelter the 
trees or hedges aSbrded. Saiah, frightened and out of breath, 
sunk on a haycock; and John (who never separated fconi ber, sat 
by her side, having raked two or Hiree heaps together, to secura 
her. Immediately, there was heard so loud a crash, as if hcavea 
had burst Blunder. The labourers, all SDlicitouB for each other's 
safety, called to one another; those that were nearest our lovers, 
hearing no answer, stepped to the place where they lay: they flret 
law a little amoke, and after, this faithful pair — John, with one 
arm about his Sarah's neck, aud the other held over her face, aa 
if to screen her from the lightnmg. They were struck dead, and 
already grown stiff and cold in this tender posture. There waa 
no mark or discolouring on their bodies — only that Sarah's ey^ 
brow was a little singed, and a small spot betweea her breasts. 
They were bnried the next day in one grave 1 " 

And the proof that this description is delightful 
and beautiful is, that the gi'eat Mr. Pope admired 
it so much that he thought proper to steal it 
and to send it off to a certain lady and wit, with 
whom he pretended to be in love in those days — ^my 
Lord Duke of Kingston's danghter, and married to 
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Mr. Wortley Montagu, then his Majesty's Ambassador 
at Constantinople. 

We are now come to the greatest name on our 
list — the highest among the poets, the highest among 
the English wits and humourists with whom we have 
to rank him. If the author of the " Dunciad " be 
not a humourist, if the poet of the " Rape of the 
Lock " be not a wit, who deserves to be called so ? 
Besides that brilliant genius and immense fame, for 
both of which we should respect him, men of letters 
should admire him as being the greatest literary 
artitt that England has seen. He polished, he 
refined, he thought; he took thoughts" from other 
works to adorn and complete his own ; borrowing an 
idea or a cadence iirom another poet as he would a 
figure or a simile from a flower, or a river, stream, 
or any objectwhich struck him in his walk, or con- 
templation of Nature. He began to imitate at an 
early age ; ' and taught himself to write by copying 



' " Waller, Spenser, and Dryden, were Mr, Pope's great JaTour- 
ilea, in the order they are named in his first reading, tiU he was 
about tirelre years old." — Pope (Spence's Anecdotes). 

"Mr, Pope's father (who was an honest merchant, and dealt 
In Hollands, wholesale) was no poet, but lie used to set him to 
make English veraes when very young. Ho was pretty difficult 
in bdng pleased; and used often to send him back to new turn 
them. 'These are not good rhimes;' for that was my husband's 
■word for verses. — Pope's Mother (Spence). 

"I wrote things, I'm ashamed to say how soon. Fait of an 
Epic Poem when about twelve. The scene of it lay at Rhodes, 
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printed books. Then he passed into the hands of the 
priests, and from his first clerical master, who came 
to him when he was eight years old, he went to a 
school at Twyford, and another school at Hyde Park, 
at which places he unlearned all that he had got 
from hia first instructor. At twelve years old, he 
went with his father into Windsar Forest, and there 
learned for a few months under a fourth priest. 
" And this was all the teaching I ever had," be said, 
" and God knowa it extetided a very little way." 

When he had done with his priests he took to 
reading by himself, for which he had a very great 
eagerness and enthusiasm, especially for poetry. He 
learned versification from Dryden, he said. In his 
youthful poem of " Alcander," he imitated every 

and lome of tbeneighlioiiimg islands; and the poem opened under 
water with a description of the Court of Neptune." — Pope (Ibid). 
"His perpetual application (after he set to study, of hiniEelf) 
lednced him in four yea's' time to >o l>ad a s^ate of health, that, 
after trying physicians for a good while in Tain, he resolred to 
give way to his distemper} and sat down calmly in a full ezpect- 
atioD of death in a short time. Under this thought, he wrote 
letters to take a last farewell of some of Ms more particular fricnda, 
and, among the rest, one to the Abbe Soutbcote. The Abbe was 
extremely concerned, both fbr his very ill state of health and the 
resolution he said he had taken. He thought there might yet 
bo hope, and went immediately to Dr. RadclifTe, with whom he 
was well acquEunted, told bim Mr. Pope's case, got ftaU directlotu 
ftom him, and carried them down to Pope in Windsor Forest. 
The chief thing the Doctor ordered him was t« apply leas, and 
to ride every day. The following bii advice bdchi re*t«red him 
to hia bealth."'-'FofJa (Ibid). 
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poet, Cowley, Milton, Spenser, Statius, Homer, 
Virgil. In a feW years ho had dipped into a great 
number of the English, French, Italian, Latin, and 
Greek poets. " This I did," he Bays, " without any 
design, except to amuse myself; and got the lan- 
guages by hunting after the stories in the several 
poets I read, rather than read the books to get the 
langnages. I followed everywhere as my fancy led 
me, and was like a boy gathering flowers in the lields 
and woods, just as they fell in his way. These five 
or six years I looked npon as the happiest in my 
life." Is not here a beautiful holiday picture? The 
forest and the fairy story-book — the boy spelling 
Ariosto or Virpl under the trees, battling with the 
Cid for the love of Ohim^ne, or dreaming of Armida's 
garden — peace and sunshine round about — the 
kindest love and tenderness waiting for him at hia 
qniet home yonder — and Genius throbbing in his 
yoong heart, and whispering to him, " You shall be 
great; you shall be famous; you, too, shall love and 
. sing ; you will sing her so nobly that some kind 
heart shall forget you are weak and ill-formed. 
Every poet bad a love. Fata must give one to you 
too," — and day by day he walks the forest, very 
likely looking out for that charmer. " They were 
the happiest days of his life," he says, when he was 
only dreaming of bis fame : when he had gained 
that mistress she was no consoler. 

pa 
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That charmer made her appearance, it would 
seem, about the year 1705, when Pope was seven- 
teen. Letters of his are extant, addressed to a 

'certain Lady M , whom the youth courted, and 

to whom he expressed his ardour in language, to say 
no worse of it, that is entirely pert, odious, and 
affected. He imitated love compositions as he had 
been imitating love poems just before — it was a sham 
mistress he courted, and a sham passion, expressed 
as became it. These unlucky letters found their way 
into print years afterwards, and were sold to the 
congenial Mr. Curll. If any of my hearers, as I' 
hope they may, should take a fancy to look at Pope's 
correspondence, let them pass over that first part of 
it; over, perhaps, almost all Pope's letters to women; 
in which there is a tone of not pleasant gallantry, 
and, amidst a prolusion of compliments and polite- 
nesses, a something which makes one distrust the little 
pert, prurient bard. There is very little indeed to 
say about his loves, and that little not edifying. He 
wrote flames and raptures and elaborate verse and 
prose for Lady Mary Wortley Montagu; but that 
passion probably came to a climax in an impertinence 
and was extinguished by a box on the ear, oi" some 
such rebuif, and he began on a sudden to hate her 
with a fervour much more genuine than that of his 
love had been. It was a feeble, puny grimace of 
iove, and paltering with passion. After Mr. Pope 
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had sent off one of his fine compositions to Lady 
Mary, he made a second draft from the rough copy, 
and favonred some other friend with it. He was so 
charmed with the letter of Gay's, that I have just 
quoted, that he had copied that and amended it, and 
sent it to Lady Mary as his own. A gentleman who 
writes letters a deitx fira, and after having pouted 
out his heart to the beloved, serves up the same dish 
rechauj^ to a friend, is not very much in earnest 
about his loves, however much he may be in his 
piques and vanities when Ma impertinence gets 
its due. 

But, save that unlucky part of the Pope Corre- 
spondence, I do not know, in tlie range of our 
literature, volumes more delightful.' You live in 
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"Aug. a9tft, 1730, 
"Beak Sia,— 

" I intended to write to yon on this melancholj subject, the 
death of Mr. Fenton, before joaxt came, but stayed to haTo 
informed myself and yon of (he circumstaaces of it. All I hear 
it, that he felt a gradoal decay, thoagh lo early in life, and vas 
declbiing tor five or six months. It was not, as I apprehended, 
the gout In hia ttomach, but, I believo, rather a complicatioQ flret 
of gross hmnoura, ae he was natimally corpulent, not discharging 
themselves ns he used no sort of exercise. No man better bore 
the approaches of hU disaolution (us I am told}, or with less 
ostentation yielded up bis being. The great modesty which you 
know wn« natoral to him, and the great contempt he had for all 
Borts of vatiity and parade, never appeared more than in bis List 
moments: he had a conscious satisfaction (no doubt) in acting 
right, in feeling himself honest, true, and unpretending to more 
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them in the finest company in the world. A little 
Btatdy, perhaps ; a little appriti and conscious that 



than hu OWD. So he died sa ho lived, with that uadt, jeA 

Bufficient contentment. 

" A» to any papers left behind htm, I dare eay they can be but 
ie* ; for thi« reaion. he uevei; wrote out of Tanity, or thought 
much of the applause of men. I knoir an inatance Then he did 
hla utmost to conceal hit own merit that iray ; and if we join to 
this his oataral love of ease, I fancy we muit expect Httle of thla 
sort : at least, I have heard of none, except some few further re- 
marki on Waller (which his cautions integrity made him leave an 
order to be given to Mr. Tonson), and perhaps, though H is many 
years since I saw It, a translatian of the flrst book of * Oppian.' He 
had begun a tragedy of Dion, but made smaU progress in it. 

"As to his other affairs, he died poor bat hoaest, leaving no 
debts or legades, except of a ftw ponads to Mr. Tnimball and my 
lady, in token of respect, gratefulness, and mutual esteem. 

"I shall, with pleasure, take upon me to draw this amiable, 
quiet, deserving, unpretending, Christian, unphilosophical cha- 
racter in his epitaph. There truth ma; be spoken ia a few 
words ; as for flourish, and oratory, and poetry, I leave l^em to 
younger and more lively writers, such as love writing for writing 
sake, and would rather show their own fine parts than report the 
valuable ones of any other man. So the elegy I renounce. 

" I condole with yon from my heart on the loss of so worthy a 
man. and a friend to us both. 

" Adien -, let ns love his memory, and profit by his ezunfJe. 
Am lay ^c^%ly,'dear sir, 

" Tour affectionate and real servant;'' 



"Avgrut, 1714. 
"Mr LoKS, 

■' If your mare conld speak she would give yoa an account 
of what extraordinary company she Iiad on the road, which, since 
she cannot do, I will. 

" It was the enterprising Mr. Lintot, the redoubtable rival of 
Mr. Tonson, who, mounted on a stone-horse, overtook me in 
Windsor Forest. He said he heard I designed for Oxford, the seat 
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they are speaking to whole generations who are 
listening; but in the (one of their voices— pitched, 

of the Muses, and would, ae mj booksellBi, itj all means a«com- 

panj me thither. 

" X oBked him vhere he got his horee ? Ha dnsirered he got it 
of his publisher ; ' for that rogue, my printer (said he), di»- 
appuinted me. I hoped to pnt him in goad hnmour bj* a treat 
at the taTem of a brown fricassee of rabbits, irliich coat ten 
shillings, with two quarts of wine, beiidea mj conTersation. I 
thought myself coct-sare of his horat^ which he readily promised 
iDe, but laid that Mr. Touson had just such another desi^ of 
going to Cambridge, expecting there the copy of a new kind of 

Horace from Dr. ; and if Mr. Tojvbou Went, he was pre- 

eugi^ed to attend him, being to have the printing of the said 
copy. So, in short, I borrowed this stone-horse of my publisher, 
which he had of Mr. Oldmixon for a debt. He lent me, too, the 
pretty boy you see after me. Ho was a smutty dog yejterday, 
and cost me more than two hours to wash the ink oS' his face ; 
but the devil is a fair-conditioned devil, and very forward in his 
catechism. If you hare any more bags he shall carry them.' 

" I thought Mr. Llnlot's dTilitynot to be neglected, so gave the 
boj a small bag coM^ing three shirts and an Elzevir Virgil, 
and, mounting in an instant, proceeded on the toad, with my man 
before, my courteous stationer beside, and the aforesaid devil 
behind. 

" Mr. Lintot l>egan in this manner : ' Now, damn them t What 
if they tbould put it into the newspaper how you and I went 
together to Osford ? What would I care ? If I should go down 
into Sussex they would say I was gone to tile Speaker < but what 
of that ? If my son were but big enough to go on with the 
business, by Ci— d, I would keep as good company as old Jacob.' 

" Hereupon, I inquired of his son. ' The lad (says he) has fine 
parts, btit is somewliat sickly, much u you are. I spare for 
nothing in his edncation at Westminster. Pray, don't you think 
Westminster to be the best school in EngUnd ? Most of the late 
Ministry came out of it ; so did many of this Ministry. I hope 
Uie boy. will make his fortune,' 

■■ ' Don't you design to let him pass a year at Ox&ird 7 ' 'To 



ENOLISn ItlTMOTTBtSTS. 



as no doubt they are, beyond the mere conversation 
key — in the expression of their thoughts, tlieir 



what purpoie ? (laid he.) The Uaiversiliea do but make pedanta, 
and I intend to breed him a man of biuinesa.' 

" As Mr. Lintot was talking I observed he sat uneasy on his 
(addle, for whicli I expressed Bome solicitude. ' Nothing (says 
he.) I can bear it well enough ; but, eiace we hare the day 
before us, mefhinks it would be very pleasant for you to rest 
awhile under the woods.' When we were alighted, 'See, here, 
what a mighty pretty Horace I have in my pocket ! What, if you 
amused yourself in turning an ode till we mount again ? Lord 1 
If yon pleased. What a clever miaceilany might you make at 
leisure hours I ' ' Perhaps I may,' said I, ' if wo ride on ; the 
motion ia an aid to my tancy ; a round trot very much awakens 
my spirits ; then jog on apace, and I'll think as hard as I can.' 

" Silence ensued for a fiill hour ; after which Mr. Lintot lugged 
the reins, stopped short, and broke out,'- ' Well, sir, liow far have 
" you gone ? ' I answered, seven miles. ' Z — ds, air,' said Lintot, 
' I thoi^ht you had done seven stanzas. Oldsworth, in a ramble 
round Wimbledon -hill, wonld trauslate a whole ode in half this 
time. I'll say that for Oldeworth [though I lost by hia Timothy's] 
he traushites an ode of Horace the quickest of any man in 
England. I remember Dr. King would write verses in a tavern, 
three hoors after he could not speak ; and there is Sir Hichard, 
in that rumbling old chariot of his, between Fleet-ditch and St. 
GU^'s pound, shall make you halt a Job.' 

" ' Pray, Mr, Lintot,' (stdd 1} ' now you talk of translators, what 
is your method of managing them ? ' Sir, [replied he] ' these are 
the saddest pack of rogues in the world : in a hungry fit, theyll 
swear they understand all the languages in the universe. I have 
known one of them take down a Greek book upon my counter, 
and cry, "Ah, this is Hebrew," and must read it from the latter^ 
end. By G — d, I can never he sure in these fellows, for i ndther 
understand Greek, X^tin, French, nor Italian myself. But this 
is my way ; I agree with them for ten shillings per sheet, with a 
proviso that I will have their doings corrected with whom I 
please ; so by one or the other they are led at last to the true 
Knse of an author i my judgment giving the negative to all my 
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various views and natures, there is sometliing gene- 
rous, and cheering, and ennobling. You are in the 

tranilBlorB.' ' Then how are you lure these correctors may not 
impoM upon jou ? ' ' Why, I get any ciTil gentleman (eepeciaUy 
tnj Scotchmiu)) that comes into my ihop, to read the or^oal to 
me in £i]gluh ; by this I know whether my flrit tranilator be 
deficient, and whether my corrector merits his money or not. 
'"I'E tell you what happened lo me last month. I bargdned 

with 3 for a new version of " Lacretius," to publish ag^nat 

ToDson'a, agreeing to pay the author so many shillings at bis 
producing so many lines. He made a great progress in a very 
short time, and I gave it to the corrector to compare with the 
Latini but he went directly to Creech's translation, and foand it 
the same, word for word, all but the first page. Now, what d'ye 
think I did ? I arrested the translator for a cheat ) nay, and I 
stopped the corrector's pay, too, upon the proof that be had made 
uie of Creech instead of the ordinal.' 

" ' Pray tell me nest how you deal with the critics 7 ' ' Sir,' 
said he, ' nothing more easy. lean silence the most formidabla 
of them : the rich onet for a sheet a-piece of the blotted manu- 
script, which cost me nothing ; they '11 go about with it to their 
acquaintance, and pretend they hitd it from the author, who 
submitted it to their correction : this has given some of them 
inch an air, that in time they come to be consulted with and 
dedicated to as the tip-top critics of the town. — As for the poor 
critics, I '11 give you one instance of my managtfment, by which 
you may guess the rest : a lean man, that looked like a very good 
scholar, came to me, t'other day ; he turned over your Homer, 
shook his head, shrugged up his shonldere, and pish'd at every 
line of it. " One would wonder," (says he) " at the strange pre- 
samptiou of some men ; Homer is no such easy task as every 
(tripling, every versifier" — he was going on, when my wife called lo 
dinner; " Sir," said I, "will you please to eat a piece of beef with 
me?" "Mr. Lintot," said he, "lam very sorry you should beat the 
expense of this great book, I am really concerned on your account" 
" Sir, I am much obliged to yon : if you can dine upon a piece of 
beef together with a slice of pudding ? " — " Mr. Lintot, I do not 
say bnt Mr. Pope, if he would condescend to advise with men of 
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society of men who have filled the greatest parts in the 
world's story — you are with St John the a 



leRming." — " Sir, the pudding ii npoD the l&ble, if 70U pleue to 
go in." My critic compliei ; he comes to a taite of your poetiy, 
and tells me in Hie same breatb, that the book it commendabte, 
and the poetry excellent, 

" ' Now, lir,' continued Mr. lintot, ' in retom to the frankncM 
I hare sbovn, pra; tell me, ii it the opinion of yoiir Mends at 
Court that my Lord Lanadowne will be brought to the bar or not?' 
I told him I heard he would not, and I hoped it, mj Lord bdng 
one I had particular obligations to. — ' That may be,' replied Mr. 
Liutot ; ' but by G — if he i« not, I ihall lo»e the printing of a 
very good trial.' 

" These, my Lord, are a few trcdti with which you diecem the 
genius of Mr. Lintot, which I have choieu for tbe subject of a 
letter. I dropped bim as soon as I got to Oxford, and paid a Tiut 

to my Lord Carleton, at Uiddleton 

" I am," Sec 



"5gi(.S9, 1735. 
"I am now returning to the noble scene of Dublin — into the 
grand aonde — lor fear of bmying my parts ; Ut Bignalize myself 
among curates and vicars, and correct all corruptiona crept in 
relating to the weight of bread-and-butter through thoae dominiaai 
where I govern. 1 have emplojred my time (besides ditching) 
in fluishing, correcting, ameuding, and traniciibing my travel* 
[Gulliver'a], in four parti complete, newly augmented, and in- 
tended for the press when the world iball deserve them, or rather, 
when a printer shall be fomid brave enough to venture his ears. 
I like the scheme of our meeting after distresses and dissensions; 
hut the chief end I propose to myself in all my Ulxrars is to vei 
the world rather than divert it ; and if I could compass that 
design without hurting my own person and fortune, I would he 
the most indefatigable writer yon have ever seen, without reading. 
I am exceedingly pleased that you have done with translatitms ; 
Lord Treasurer Oxford often lamented that a rascally worid 
•honid lay you under a necessity of misemploying your guiiiu 
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Peterborough the conqueror; Swift, the greatest wit 
of all times; Gay, the kindliest laugher — it is a 

for BO long a time ; hot since yon will now be so much Letter 
employed, when you think of the world, give it one lasb the more 
at my reqoest. I hiive ever bated all Bodetlea, profeisioni, and 
commimitiee; and all my love is towards indiTiduals — for instance, 
I hate the tribe of lawyers, but I love Councillor Soch-a-one and 
Judge Such-a-one : it is eo with phyBidani (I will uot speak of 
my own trade), sdldiers, English, Scotch, French, and the rest. 
Sue principally I hate and delimit that animal called man — although 
I heartily lore John, Peter, Thomas, and so on. 

.... "I have got materials towards a treatise proving the 
falsity of that definition animal rationale, and to show it should 

be only ratiortis capax The matter is so clear that it will 

admit of no dispnte — nay, I will hold a hundred poonds that you 
and I agree in the point 

"Dr. Lewis sent me an account of Dr, Arbuthoot's illness, 
which is a, very sensible affliction to me, who, by livitig bo long . 
out of the world, have lost that hardness of heart contracted by 
years and general couveraation. I am daily losing friends, and 
neither seeking nor getting others. Oh if the world had but a 
dozen of Arbuthnots in it, I would bum my ' Travels t ' " 



"October IS, ITSS. 
" I am wonderfiUly pleased with the suddenness of your kind 
answer. It makes me hope you are coming towards us, and that 

you incline more and more to your old friends Here is one 

[Lord Bolingbroke] who was once a powerful planet, but has now 
(after long experience of all that comes of sluiiing) learned to be 
content with returning to his first point without the thought or 
ambition of shhiing at alL Here is another [Edward, Earl of 
Oxford], who thinks ono of the greatest glories of his father was 
to have distinguished and loved yon, and who loves you here- 
ditarily. Here is Arbuthnot, recovered from the jaws of death, 
and more pleased with the hope of seeing you agun than ot 
reviewing a world, every part of which he has long despised but 
what is mode up of a f^w men like yourself .... 
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privilege to sit in that company. Delightfal and 
generons banquet I witli a Httle faith and a little 
fancy any one of us here may enjoy it, and conjure 
up those great figures out of the past, and listen to 
their wit and wisdom. Mind that there is always 
a certain cachet about great men — they may be as 
mean on many points as you or I, but they carry 
their great air — they speak of common life more 
largely and generously than common men do — they 
regard the world with a manlier countenance, and 
see its real features more faii-ly than the timid 
shufflers who only dare to lobk up at life through 

" Our iriend Gay is used Ba tie Wenda of Tories are by Whig* 
— and generall; b; Tories too. Because he bad humour, he was 
Buppoaed to have dealt with Br. Svin, in like manner as when 
any one had learning formerly, be was thought to have dealt with 
tbe devil 

" Lord BoUngbroke bad not tbe leant barm by his fall ; I wish 
he had received no more by hia other fall. But Lord BoUngbroke 
19 the most improved mind since you saw him, that ever was 
improved without shifting into a new body, or being paj^ nintu 
ab angelh. I have otlen imagined to myself, tbat if ever all of us 
meet again, after so many varieties and changes, after so much of 
the old world and of the old man in each of us has been altered, 
that scarce a single thought of tbe one, any more than a single 
action of the other, remains just the same ; I have iaacied, I say, 
that we should meet hke tbe righteous in the millennium, quite at 
peace, divested of all our former passions, soiling at our past follies, 
and content to enjoy the kingdom of tlie just in tranquillity. 

"Idesigned to have left the following page for Dr. Arbalbnot to 
flit, but be is so touched with the period in yours to me, concerning 
him, that he intends to answer it by a whole letter," • • » 
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blinkers, or to have an opinion when there ia a 
crowd to back it. He who reads theae noble 
records of a past age, salutes and reverences the 
great spirits who adorn it. You may go home 
now and talk with St. John ; yoa may take a 
volume from your library and listen to Swift and 
Pope- 
Might I give counsel to any yoiing hearer, I would 
say to him, try to frequent the company of your 
betters. In hooks and life that is the most wholesome 
society; learn to admire rightly ; the great pleasure, 
of life is that Note what the great men admired ; 
they admired great things: narrow spirits admire 
basely, and worship meanly. 1 know nothing in any 
story more gallant and cheering, than the love and 
friendship which this company of famous men bore 
towards one another. There never has been a society 
of men more friendly, as there never was one more 
illustrious. Who dares quarrel with Mr. Pope, great 
and famous himself, for liking the society of men 
great and famous ? and for liking tliem for the qua- 
lities which made them so ? A mere pretty fellow 
from White's could not have written the " Patriot 
King," and would very likely have despised little 
Mr. Pope, the decrepit Papist, whom the great St. 
John held to be one of the best and greatest of men : 
a mere nobleman of the Court could no more have 
won Barcelona, than ho could have written Peter- 
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borough's letters to Pope,' which axe as witty as 
Congreve: a mere Irish Dean could not have written 



■ Of the Esrl of Peterborough, WalpolesaT* : — " He nu one of 

those men of carclesa wit, and negligent graue, trbo scatter a 
thouBand bonii nuits and Idle rerses, which we punAil compilers 
gather and hoard, till the anthors etAte to find thenuelves authors. 
Such was this Lord, of an adrantageouB figure, and enterprising 
apirit ; as gallant as Amadii and as brave ; but a little more expe- 
dltloni in his jouniefs ; &r he it mid to have seen more kings and 
mora postilions than any man in Europe. ... He was a man, 
as his friend said, who would, neither lire nor die like an; other 
mortaL" 



" Tou must receive my letter with a just Impartiality, and give 
grains of allowance for a gloomy or i^ny day ; I sink grieTouily 
with the weather-glass, and am quite spiritless wbea oppressed 
with the thoughts of a birthday or a return. 

" DnUfol affectdon was brining me to towa, but unduMflil 
laziness, and being much oat of order keep me in the coantr/ : 
however, if alive, I must make my appearance at the birthday. . . 

" Tou seem to think it vexations that I shall allow yon bnt one 
woman at a time either to praise or love. If I dispute with yoa 
on this point, I doubt, every jairy will give a verdict against me. 
So, sir, with a Mahometan indulgence, I allow you pluralities, the 
&vourite privileges of our church. 

" I find you don't mend upon correction i again I tell yon you 
muat not think of women in a reasouable way ; you know we 
always make Goddesses of those we adore upon earth ; and do not 
alt tlie good men tell us we must ky aside reason in what relates 
to the Deity ? 

. " I should have been glad of anything of Swift's. Fray 
when you write to bim nest, tell him I eipect him with impatience, 
in a place as odd and ai out of the way as himself 
" Your'B." 

Peterborough married Mrs. Anastasia Itobinnon, the celebrated 
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" Grulliver;" and all these men loved Pope, and Pope 
loved all these men. To name his friends is to name 
the best men of his time. Addison had a senate ; 
Pope reverenced his eqnals. He spoke of Svi'ift with 
respect and admiration always. His admiration for 
Bolingbroke waa so great, that when eome one said 
of his friend, " There is something in that great man 
which looks as if he was placed here by mistake," 
" Yes," Pope answered, " and when the comet 
appeared to ns a month or two ago, I had sometimes 
an imagination that it might possibly be come to carry 
him home, as a coach comes to one's door for visitors." 
So these great spirits spoke of one another. Show 
me six of the dullest middle-aged gentlemen that 
ever dawdled round a club-table, so faithful and bo 
friendly. 

We have said before that the chief wits of this 
time, with the exception of Congreve, were what we 
should now call men's men. They spent many hours 
of the four-and- twenty, a fourth part of each day 
nearly, in clubs and coffee-houses, where they dined, 
drank, and smoked. Wit and news went by word of 
month; a journal of 1710 contained the very smallest 
portion of one or the other. The chiefs spoke, the 
faithful habitude sat round ; strangers came to wonder 
and listen. Old Bryden had his head-Kjuarters at 
Will's, in Russell-street, at the comer of Bow-street, 
at which place Pope saw him when he was twelve 
years old. The company used to assemble on the 
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■ first floor — ^what was called Ae dining-room floor in 
those days — and sat at various tables smoking their 
pipes. It is recorded tliat the beaux of the dsy 
thought it a great honour to be allowed to take a 
pinch out of Dryden'a snufi'-box. When Addison 
began to reign, he with a cert^n crafty propriety — a 
policy let us call it — which belonged to his nature, 
set up his court, and appointed the officers of his royal 
house. His palace was Button's, opposite Will's.^ A 
quiet opposition, a silent assertion of empire, distin- 
guished this great man. Addison's ministers were 
Budgell, Tickeli, Phillips, Carey; his master of the 
horse, honest Dick Steele, who was what Duroc was 
to Napoleon, or Hardy to Nelson ; the man who per- 
formed his master's bidding, and would hare cheer- 
fully died in his quarrel. Addison lived with these 
people for seven or eight hours every day. The 
male, society passed over their punch-bowls and 
tobacco-pipes about as much time as ladies of that 
age spent over Spadille and Manille. 



' " Bntton had been a aerrant in the Counteaa of 'Warwlck'e 
feiDilf, who, under the patronage of Addiaon, kept a coffee-house 
on the south side of Russell- atreet, abont tiro doora from Covent 
Garden. Here It was that the wits of that time used to assemble. 
It ii »aid that when Addison bad suffered any yeiation-from the 
Counteas, he withdrew the eompiray from Button's house. 

" From the coffee-house be went again to a tavero, where be 
often tat late and drank too much wine." — Dn. Jobnson. 

Will's coffee-house was on the west side of Bow-atraet, and 
" corner of KuMell-street." See " Handbook of London." 
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For a brief apace, upon coming up to town, Popo 
formed part of King Joseph's court, and was his 
rather too eager and obsequious humble servant.' 
Dick Steele, the editor of the " Tatler," Mr. Addison's 
man, and his own man too — a person of no little 
figure in the world of letters, patronised the young 
poet, and set him a task or two. Young Mr. Popa 
did the tasks veryquickly and smartly (he had been 
at the feet quite as a boy of Wycherley'a" decrepit 
reputation, and propped up for a year that doting old 
wit); he was anxious to be well with the men of 
letters, to get a footing and a recognition. He 
thought it an honour to be admitted into their com- 
pany ; to have the confidence of Mr. Addison's friend. 
Captain Steela His eminent parts obtained for him 

' " My acquaintance with Mr. Addison commenced in 1712 ; I 
liked him then as well as I liked any man, and was very fond of 
hii convenation. It was Tery soon after that Mr. Addison advised 
me ' not to he content with the applause of half the nation.' Ho 
nsed to talk oiQcb and oftea to me, of moderation in parties : and 
used to blame Ms dear friend Steele for being too much of a party 
nam. He encournj^ me in my design of translating the ' Iliad,' 
which was begnnthatjear.ODd finished in I7I8." — FoFii(_Spmce's 

" Addison had Budgeil, and I think Phillips, in the house with 
him. — Gay, they would call one of my ^ftiies.— They were angry 
with me for keeping so much with Dr. Swift, and some of the late 
ministry." — Popb (Spetice'a Anecdotes.') 



"Jan.21, I713-1G. 
"I know of nothing that will be so interesting to you at present 
some circamatances of the last act of that eminent comic poet 
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the honour of heralding Addison's triumph of " Oato" 
with his admirable prologue, and heading the victo- 
rious procession as it were. Not content with this 
act of homage and admiration, he wanted to dis- 
tinguish himself by assaulting Addison's enemies, and 
attacked John Dennis with a prose lampoon, which 
highly oifeoded his lofty patron. Mr. Steele was 
instructed to write to Mr. Dennis and inform him 



and our friend, "Wycherley. He had often told me, and I doubt 
not be did all biB acqoaintance, tbat lie would man; m soon m 
hii li& vas despnired ofl Accocdingly, a few days before hia 
death, be underwent the ceremon;, and joined together those two 
tacramenta which wise men sa,j we shoulil be the laet to Teceive i 
for, if yon observe, matrimony is placed after extreme onctioo in 
our catechism, as a kind of hint of the order of time in which 
they are to be taken. The old man then lay down, aatiified in the 
ooDSctonsnesB of baring, by this one act, obliged a woman who (be 
waa told) had merit, and shown an heroic resentment of the ill- 
usage of his nest heir. Some hundred ponnds which he bad with 
the lady discharged his debts ; a jointure of 500/. a year made her 
a recompense 1 and the nephew was lelt to comfort himself as well 
as he could with the miserable remains of a mortgaged estate. I 
■aw our Mend twice after this was done— less peevish in hia aick- 
ness than be used to be in bis health ; neither much a&aJd of 
dying, DOT (which in him had been more lihely) much ashamed of 
niarryuig. The evenmg before ho eipircd, he called his young 
wife to the bedside, and eamertly entreated her not to deny him 
one request — the last he should make. Upon her assurances ot 
consenting to it, he told her: > i/Lj dear, it is only this— that you 
will neTcr marry an old man again.' I cannot help remarking 
that sickness, which oiTen destroys both wit and wisdom, yet sel- 
dom has power to remove that talent which we call humour. Mr. 
Wycherley showed his even in his last compliment; though I 
think his request a little bard, for why should he bar her from 
doubling her jomtore on the same easy terms ? 
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tliat Mr. Pope's pamphlet against him was written 
quite without Mr. Addison's approval.* Indeed, 
"The Narrative of Dr. Robert Norris on the 
phrenzy of J. D." is a vulgar and mean satire, and 
such a blow as the magnificent Addison could never 
desire to see any partisan of his strike in any lite- 
rary quarrel. Pope was closely allied with Swift 
when he wrote this pamphlet It is so dirty that it 
has been printed in Swifit's works, too. It bears the 
fool marks of the master band. Swift admired and 
enjoyed with all his heart the prodigious genius 
of the young Papist lad out of Windsor Forest, 
who had never seen a university in his life, and 
came and conquered the Dons and the doctors with 
his wit He applauded, and loved hun, too, and 
protected bim, and taught bim mischief. I wish 

"So trivial as tiiew circumBtaaceBare, I should Dot be displeased 
mjaelf to know such trifles when they concern or characterize 
any eminent person. The wisest and wittiest of men are seldom 
wiaer oi wittier tlmn others in theae sober niomentS', at least, 
onr Mend ended much in the same character he had lived in ; 
and Horace's mle for play may as well be applied to him as a 
playwright;— 

" ' Serretnr ad imum, 
Qoalia ab inccpto processerit el 

' " Addison, who wa* no Btranger to the world, probably bhw 
the selfishness of Pope's friendship ; and, resolving that he should 
have the conaequences of his officioosness to himself, informed 
Dennis by Steele that he was soiry for llie insult." — Johhbok 
ilifi 0/ Addison). 

V 2 
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Addison could have loved him better. The best 
satire that ever has been penned would never have 
been written then; and one of the best characters 
the world ever knew would have beeu without a 
flaw. But he who had so few equals could not bear 
one, and Pope was more than that When Pope, 
trying for himself, and soaring on his immortal 
young wings, found that his, too, was a genius, 
which no pinion of that age could follow, he rose and 
left Addison's company, setthng on his own eminence, 
and singing his own song. 

It was not possible that Pope should rem^n a 
retainer of Mr. Addison ; nor likely that after 
escaping from hb vassalage and assuming an inde- 
pendent croivn, the sovereign whose allegiance he 
quitted should view him amicably.'' They did not 
do wrong to mislike each other. They bdt followed 
the impulse of nature, and the consequence of posir 
tion. When Bemadotte became heir to a throne, the 



1 "While I was heated witli what I bad heard, I wrote a letter 
to Hr. Addison, to let him know ' that I was not nnacqusiated 
with this bebaTiour of hisi that if I was to speak of him lererely 
in retDni for it, it should not be in such a, dirtj way ; that I 
should mther tcl! him htmeelf fairly of hia faults, and allow bi> 
goad qualities ; and that it should be something in the foltoning 
manniT.' I then lubjoined the first aketch of what has since 
been called my satire on Addison. IIb used me very civilly ever 
after; and nuver did mc any injusticG. that I know of, tAim that 
time to his death, which was about three years after."— Pofb 
(_Sjieiice's AiiecJvtes), 
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Prince Koyal of Sweden was naturally Napoleon's 
enemy. " There are many passions and tempers of 
mankind," says Mr. Addison in the " Spectator," 
speaking a couple of years before their little dif- 
ferences between him and Mr. Pope took place, 
"which naturally dispose us to depress and vilify 
the merit of one rising in the esteem of mankind. 
All those who made tlieir entrance into the world 
with (he same advantages, and were once looked on 
as his equals are apt to tliink the fame of his merits 
a reflection on their own deserts. Those who were 
once bis equals envy and defame him, because tliey 
now see him the superior ; and those who were once 
his superiors, because they look upon him as their 
equal." Did Mr. Addison, justly perhaps thinking 
that, as yonng Mr. Pope had not had the benefit of 
a university education, he couldn't know Greek, 
therefore he couldn't translate Homer, encourage his 
young friend Mr. Tickell, of Queen's, to translate 
that poet, and aid him with his own known scbolar- 
sbip and skill?' It was natural that Mr. Addison 
should doubt of the learning of an amateur Grecian, 
should have a high opinion of Mr. Tickell, of 



' "That Tickell sUoiUd hare been guilty of a Tilloiny leeiHB to 
Ds highly improbable ; that Addison should hare been guilt/ of a, 
Tillainy seems to us highly improbable; hut that these two men 
should have couspiied together to commit a, villainy, seems, to 
ua, imprubiible in a tenfold decree." — Macaulay, 
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Queen's, and should help that ingenious young 
man. It was natural, on the other hand, that 
Mr. Pope and Mr. Pope's friends should believe 
that this counter-translation, suddenly advertised 
and so long written, though Tickell's college 
friends had never heard of it — though, when 
Pope first vrroto to Addison regarding his scheme, 
Mr. Addison knew nothing of the similar pro- 
ject of Tickell, of Queen's — it was natural that 
Mr. Pope and his friends, having interests, pas- 
sions, and prejudices of their own, sbonld believe 
that Tickell's translation was but an act of oppo- 
sition against Pope, and that they should call Mr. 
Tickell's emulation Mr. Addison's envy — if envy it 
were. 

" And were there one whose flres 
Troe genius kindles and fair fume imapireg, 
Blest with eaj^h talent and each art to please. 
And ham to write, conrecae, and live with eaao ; 
Should Buch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear like the Turk no brother near the throne ; 
View him with icomful yet with jealous eyes, 
, And hate, fbr arts that catued himself to rise ; 
Damn with faint pituse, aueat with civil leer. 
And without anaeiii^, teach the rest to snetT ; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 
Jtist bint a fault, end hesitate dislike ; 
Alike reserved to blame as to commend, 
A tiaiorous foe and a susplciouB friend ) 
Dreading even fools, by flatterers besieged. 
And BO oblifring that he ne'er obliged ; 
like Cato give his little senate laws, 
And sit attentive to hia own applause i 
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While wits and templars erery leateDce raW, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise ; 
Who bat must lai^h it such a man there be, 
Who would not weep U Attica* were he ? " 
"I Bent the verses to Mr. Addison," said Pope, 
"and he used me very civilly ever after." No 
wonder he did. It was shame very likely more 
than fear. that silenced him. Johnson recounts an 
interview between Pope and Addison after their 
qnarrel, in which Pope was angry, and Addison 
tried to be contemptuous and calm. Such a weapon 
as Pope's must have pierced any. scorn. It flashes 
for ever, and quivers in Addison's memory. His 
great figure looks out on us from the past — stiunless 
hut for that — ^pale, calm, and beautiful : it bleeds 
from that black wound. He should be drawn, like 
St. Sebastian, with that arrow in his side. As he 
sent to Gay and a^ked his pardon, as he bade his 
stepson come and see his death, be sure he had 
forgiven Pope, when he made ready to show how a 
Christian could die. 

Pope then formed part of the Addisonian court 
for a short time, and describes himself in his letters 
as sitting with that coterie until two o'clock in the 
morning over punch and Burgundy amidst the fumes 
of tobacco. To use an expression of the present 
day, the " pace " of those viveurg of the former age 
was awful. Peterborough lived into the very jaws 
of death ; Godolphin laboured all day and gambled at 
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night; Bolingbroke,^ ivriting to Swift, from Dawley, 
in his retirement, dating his letter at six o'clock in 
the morning, and rising, as he says, refreshed, serene, 
and calm, calls to mind the time of his London life; 
when about that hour he used to be going to bed, 
surfeited with pleasure, and jaded with business ; his 
head often full of schemes, and his heart as often 
fttll of anxiety. It was too hard, too coarse a life 
for the sensitive, sickly Pope. He was the only wit 
of the day, a friend writes to me, who wasn't fat,' 
Swift was fat ; Addison was fat ; Steele was fat ; 
Gay and Thomson were preposterously fat — all that 
fuddling and punch-drinking, that club and cofFee- 



" Jonathan, Albxudbb, Jomi, m 
or Pabhabbdb, — ' ' 

" Though Ton are probabiy Tery indifferent where I am, 
or vhat I am doing, y^t I resolve to believe the contrarj, I 
persuade myeelf that yon have sent at least fifteen timei within 
this fortniglit to Dawley &rni, and that you are extremely mortified 
at my long silence. To relieve you, therefore, from this great 
aniie^ of mind, I can do do less than write a few lines to you ; 
and I please myself beforehand witli the vast pleasure which this 
epistle must needs give you. That I may add to this pieaiorB, 
and give further prooft of my beneficent temper, I will likewiso 
inform you, that I shsll be in your neighbourhood again, by 
the end of neit week : by which time I hope that Jonathan's 
imagination of business wilt be succeeded by some imagination 
more becoming a professor of^that divine Bcience, la bagatelle. 
Adieu. Jonathan, Alexander, John, mirth be wilhyoat" 

' Prior must be excepted from this observation, " He was hnk 
and lean." 
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house boozing, Bhortened tlie lives and enlarged the 
waistcoats of the men of that age. Pope withdrew 
in a great measure from this boisterous London 
company, and bemg put into an independence by 
the gallant exertions of Swift' and his private friends, 
and by the enthusiastic national admiration which 
justly rewarded his great achievement of the Iliad, 
purchased that famous villa of Twickenham which 
his song and life celebrated ; duteously bringing his 
old parents to live and die there, entertaining his 
friends there, and making occasional visits to London 
in his little chariot, in which Atterbury compated him 
to " Homer in a nutshell." 

" Mr. Dryden was not a genteel man," Pope 
quaintly said to Spence, speaking of the manner and 
habits of the famous old patriarch of Will's. With 
regard to Pope's own manners, we have the best con- 
temporary authority that they were singularly refined 
and polished. With his extraordinary sensibility, 
' with his known tastes, with his delicate frame, with 
his power and dread of ridicule, Pope could have 
been no other than what we call a highly-bred per- 

I Svift exerted himself very much in promating the " Hiad " 
lubicription ; ani alao introdilced Pope toHarlej- and Btdingbroke. 
— Pope realized by^ the " Iliad " upwards of 5,oao2., which lie laid 
out partly ia aaaoities, and portly in the purchase of his iamouB 
Tills. Johnson remarks that " it would be hard to find a man so 
-well entitled to notice hj his wit, that ever delighted bo much in 
U^iug of his money." 
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Bon.' His closest friends, with the exception of Swift, 
were among the delights and ornaments of the polished 
society of their age. Garth,^ the accomplished and 
benevolent, whom Steele has descrihed so charmingly, 
of whom CodringtoD said that his character was " all 
beauty," and whom Pope himself called the beat of 
Christians withoat knowing it; Arbuthnot,* one of 

' "Hia (Pope's) voice in common conTersalion was so natDrally 
musdcal, that I remember honest Tom Southeme used always to 
ci^l him ' the little cightingale.' " — Obrbrt. 

' Garth, whom Crydeii calls "generous as hU Miue," was a 
Torkshiremao. He graduated at Cambridge, and was made M.D. 
in 1691. He soon distinguiahed himself in bis pFofeuion, by 
his poem of the "Dispensary," and in society, and pronounced 
Drydeo's funeral oration. He was a strict Whig, a notahle mem- 
ber oC the Kit-Kat and a friendly, conTiriiJ, able man. He was 
knighted by George I., vith the Duke of Harlborough's strord. 
He died in 1718. 

' " Arbuthnot was the son of. an episcopal clergyman In Scot- 
land, and belonged to an ancient and distinguished Scotch family. 
He was educated at Aberdeen ; and, coming np to London — 
according to a Scotch practice often enough alluded to — to make 
hii fortune — flret made himself known by ' an exandnation of Dr. 
Woodward's account of the Deluge.' He became physician, suc- 
cessively to Prince George of Denmark and to Queen Anne. He 
Is usually allowed to have been the most learned, as well as one of 
the most witty and humorous members of the Scribleros Club. 
The opinion entert^ned of him by the humourists of the day ia 
abnndantly evidenced in their correspondence. When he fonnd 
himself in his last illness, he wrDt« thus, from his letmt at 
Hampstead, to Swift i 

" Sampatead, Oct 4, 17M. 

" My Dbah art Womht Fbieito, — 

" Yon hare no reason to put me among the rest of yonr 
ibixetftal friends, Ibr 1 wrote two long letters to you, to which 1 
never received one word of answer. The &rtt was about yonr 
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the wisest, wittiest, most accomplished, gentlest of 
mankind; Bolingbroke, the Alcibiades of his age; 

benlth ; the h»t I sent a grent wliile ago, bf one De la Mar. 
I can aamre you with great truth that rone of your friendj or 
acquaintance has a more warm heart towards yon than myself. I 
am going out of tliU troublesome world, and you, among the rest 
of my friends, ahall hare my lost prayers and good wishua. 

. . . "I came out to this place ao reduced by a dropsy and 
an asthma, that I could n either sleep, breathe, eat, nor move. I 
most earnestly deaired and begged of Gud that he would take me. 
Contrary to my eipeclation, upon Tcnturing to ride (wliich I had 
forborne for some years), I recovered my atrength to a pretty con- 
■iderahle degree, slept, and hftdmyatomach again. . . . What 
1 did, I can asauro yon waa not for life, but ease ; for I am at pre- 
Rent in the case of a man that was almost in harbour, and then 
blown back to sesi — who has a reaaonablc hope of going to a good 
place, and an absolnte certainty of learing a very bad one. Not 
that I bare any particular disgust at the world ; for I have as 
great comfort in my own fbnily and from the kindness of my 
friends u any man } but the world, in the main, displeases me, 
AOd I have too true a presentiment of calamities that are to befal 
my country. However, if I should have the happineas to see you 
bofbre I die, you will find that I eiyoy the comforta of life 
with my usual cheerfulnesa. I cannot imagine why you are 
fiightened from a journey to England : the reasons you assign are 
not enfflcient — the journey I am sure would do you good. In 
general, I recommend riding, of which I have always had a good 
opinion, and can now confirm it from my own experience. 

" My family give you their lore and service. The great loss I 
sustained in one of them gave me my first ahock, and the trouble 
1 have with the rest to bring them to a right temper to bear the 
loss of a father who lovea them, and whom they love, is really a 
moat sensible affliction to me. I am efiiiid, my dear Mend, we 
shall never see one another more in this world. I shall, to the last 
moment, preserve my love and esteem for yoo, being well assured 
you will never leave the paths of virtue and honour ; for all that 
is in this world is not worth the least deviation from the way. It 
will be great pleasure to me to hear &oro you sometimes ; for none 
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the generous Oxford; the magnificent, the witty, tlie 
famous, and chivalrous Peterborougli : these were the 
fast and faithful friends of Pope, the most brilliant 
company of friends, let us repeat, that the world has 
ever seen. The favourite reoreation of his leisure 
hours was the society of painters, whose art he prac- 
tised. In his correspondence are letters between him 
and Jervas, whose pupil he loved to be — Richardson, 
a celebrated artist of his time, and who painted for 
him a portrait of his old mother, and for whose picture 
he asked and thanked Jervas in one of the most 
delightful letters that ever was penned,' — and the 

are with more BiDcerIt7 than I un, 1117 dear Mend, joar moat 
faithful friend and humble lervant." 

" Arbutlinot," Jolinson says, " yaa a man of great compre- 
hension, akilful in hia profession, Tersed in the sciences, acquainted 
with ancient literature, andnble io animate hia maaa of Icnowlodge 
67 a brisht and active imagination ; a acholar with great brilliance 
of wit ; a wit who in the crowd of life, retained and discovered a 
□able ardour of religioaa zenL" 

Dugald Stewart has testified to Arbnthnot's ability in a depart- 
ment of which he was particolarly qualified to judge ; " Let me 
add, that, in the list of philosophical reformera, the authors of 
' Martinua Scriblerua ' onght not t« be overiooked. Their happy 
ridicule of the scholastic logic and metaphysics is universally 
known ; but few are aware of the ocuteneas and sagacity displayed 
in their allusiona to some of tlie most vulnerable passages in 
Locke's Esaay. In this part of the work it is commonly under- 
atood that Arhuthnot had the principal share." — See Prelimviary 
JKiierlalion to Encj/clopadia Britannica, note to p. 242, and also 
note B. B. B„ p. 285. 



" As I knov yon and I n 
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wonderfal Kneller, who bragged more, spelt worse, 
and painted better than any artist of his day.^ 

It b affecting to note, through Pope's correspond- 
ence, the marked way in which his friends, the 
greatest, the most famous, and wittiest men of the 
time — generals and statesmen, philosophers and 
divines — all have a kind word, and a kind thought 
for the good simple old mother, whom Pope tended 
so affectionately. Those men would have scarcely 
valued her, but that they knew how much he loved 



hope tbat thiB da? our vighes vould have met, aod bronght you 
Iiitlier. And this for the very rensoQ, which possibly might hinder 
yon comiDg, that my poor mother ii dead. 1 thanic God, her 
death TM as easy as her liro was innocent ; and as it cost her not 
a groan, or erea a sigh, there is yet upon her countenance such an 
expression of tranqniUity, nay, almost of pleasure, that it is even 
amiable to behold it. It nonid afford the finest image of a sajnt 
expired that ever painter drctr ; and it would be the greatest 
obligation, whii^h even that obliging art could ever bestow on a 
friend, if you coald come and sketch it for me, I am sure, if there 
be no very precedent obstacle, you will leave any common business 
to do this ; and I hope to see you this evening, or to-morrow 
morning as early, before this winter flower is faded. I will defer 
her interment till to-morrow night. I know you love me. or I 
could not have written this— I could not (at thia time) have 
written at all. Adieu I Hay you die aa bappy 1 

" Tours, &c." 

' " Mr. Pope wa» with Sir Godfrey Kneller one day, when his 
nephew, a Guinea trader, came in. ' Nephew,' s^d Sir Godfrey, 
■ yon haTe the honour of seeing the two greatest men in the 
world.' — ' I don't know how great you may be,' said the Guinea 
man, ' but I don't like your looks ; I have often bought a man, 
much better tlian Ijoth of you together, all muscles and bones, ibr 
ten guineas.'" — Dr. WAKUVKioti (,Spence's Anecdotet), 

Cooglc 
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her, and that they pleased him by thinking of her. 
If his early letters to women are affected and insin- 
cere, whenever he speaks abont this one, it is with a 
childish tenderness and an almost sacred simplicity. 
In 1713, when yonng Mr. Pope had, by a series of 
the most astonishing victories and dazzling achieve- 
ments, seized the crown of poetry ; and the town was 
in an nproar of admiration, or hostility, for the young 
chief; when Pope was issuing his famous decrees for 
the translation of the Iliad ; when Dennis and the 
lower critics were htioting and assailing him ; when 
Addison and the gentlemen oi his court were sneer- 
ing with sickening hearts at the prodigious triumphs 
of the young conqueror ; when Pope, in a fever of 
victory, and genius, and hope, and anger, was 
struggling through the crowd of shouting friends and 
furious detractors to his temple of Fame, his old 
mother writes fi-om the country, " My deare," says 
she, " my deare, there's Mr. Blount, of Mapel Durom, 
dead the same day that Mr. Inglefield died. Tour 
sister is well ; hut your brother is sick. My ser^'ice 
to Mrs. Blount, and all that ask of me. I hope to 
hear from you, and that you are well, which is my 
daily prayer; and this with my blessing." The 
triumph marches by, and the car of the young con- 
queror, the hero of a hundred brilliant victories — the 
fond mother sits in the qniet cottage at home, and 
says " I send you my dsuly prayers, and I bless you, 
mj deare." 
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In oar estimate of Pope's character, let us always 
take into account that constant tenderness and 
fidelity of affection wMch peryaded and sanctified his 
life, and never forget that maternal benediction.' It 
accompanied him always : his life seems purified by 
those artless and heartfelt prayers. And he seems 
to have received and deserved the fond attachment of 
the other members of his family. It is not a little 
touching to read in Spence of the enthusiastic admi- 
ration with which his half sister regarded him, and 
the simple anecdote by which she illustrates her love. 
" I think no man was ever so little fond of money." 
Mrs. Rackett says about her brother, " I think my 
brother when he was young read more books than 
any man in tlie world ;" and she falls to telling stories 
of his school days, and the manner in which his 
master at Twyford ill-used him. " I don't think my 
brother knew what fear was," she continues ; and the 
accounts of Pope's fiiends bear out this character for 
courage. When he had exasperated the dunces, and 
threats of violence and personal assault were brought 

' Swift's mentioD of bim bs one, 

" ' ' whose filial piety excels, 
Whateyer Grecian story tells," 
is well known. And a. sneer of Walpole's may be pnt to a better 
lUe than he ever intended it for, apropos of this sutigect — He 
charitably sneers, in one of his letters, at Spence's " fondling an 
old iuother-.4n imitation of Pope 1" 
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to him, the dauntless little champion never for one 
instant allowed fear to disturb him, or condescended 
to take any guard in his daily walks, except occa- 
sionally his faithful dog to bear him company. " I 
had rather die at once," said the gallant little cripple, 
" than live in fear of thoge rascals." 

As for his death, it was what the noble Arbnthnot 
asked and enjoyed for himself — a euthanasia — a 
beautiful end. A perfect benevolence, affection, 
serenity, hallowed the departure of that high soul. 
Even in the very hallucinations of his bnun, and 
weaknesses of his delirium, there was something 
almost sacred. Spence describes him in his last days, 
looking up, and with a rapt gaze as if something 
had suddenly passed before him. He said to me 
" What*s that?" pointing into the air with a very- 
steady regard, and then looked down and said, with a 
smile of the greatest softness, " 'twas a vision !" He 
laughed scarcely ever, but his companions describe 
his countenance as often illumiuated by a peculiar 
sweet smile. 

" When," said Spence,' the kind anecdodst whom 

' Joseph Spence vas the son of s clergi^maD, near WincheBter. 
He wai a short time at Eton, and afterwards became a felloir of 
Ncv CoUegSi Ozforcl, a clergyman, and prof^or of poetry. He 
irai a ftiend of Tbomson'i, vbose reputation he aided. He 
published an "Esaay on the Odysaey" in 1726, which introdnced 
him to Pope. Ererjbody liked him, Hii "Anecdotes" were 
placed, while atill in MS., at the service of Johnson and also of 
Malone. They were published by Mr. Singer ia 182a 
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Johnson despised, " when I was telling Lord Boling- 
broke that Mr. Pope, on every catching and recovery 
of his mind, was always saying something kindly of 
his present or absent ficiends; and that this was so 
surpFising, as it seemed to mo as if hnmaoity had 
outlasted understanding,' Lord Bolingbroke said, ' It 
lias so,' and then added, ' I never in my life knew a 
man who had so tender a heart for his particular 
friends, or a more general friendship for mankind. 
I have known him these thirty years, and value 

myself more for that man's love than' Here," 

Spence says, " St. John sunk his head, and lost his 
voice in tears." The soh which finishes the epitaph 
is finer than words. It is the cloak thrown over the 
iather's face in the iamous Greek picture which hides 
the grief and heightens it 

In Johnson's "Life of Pope," you will find de- 
scribed with rather a malicious minuteness some of 
the personal habits and infirmities of the great little 
Pope. His body was crooked, ho was so short that 
it was necessary to raise his chiur in order to place 
him on a level with other people at table.^ He was 
sewed up in a buckram suit every morning and 
required a nurse liket a child. His contemporaries 

' He spaaks of Arbntlmot'a having bdped Iiim through "that 

long diwaie, mj life." But not only wa« he lo feeble a* ii implied 

in bis me of Oxe " bncknun," but " it tntv appeari," saja Hr. 

Pster Cnmiiiighani, '*trom his nnpabliihed ietterg, thtt, like Lord 

Q 
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reviled these misforttmes with a strange acrimony, 
and made his poor deformed person the hatt for 
many a bolt of heavy wit The facetious Mr. 
Dennia, in speaking of him, says, " If yoa take 
the first letter of Mr. Alexander Pope's Christian 
name, and the first and last letters of his samarae, 
you have A. P. E." Pope catalogues, at the end of 
the Dunciad, with a rueful precision, other pretty 
Dames, besides Ape, which Dennis called him. That 
great critic pronounced Mr. Pope was a little asa, s 
fool, a coward, a Papist, and therefore a hater of 
Scripture, and so forth. It must be remembered that 
the pillory was a flourishing and popular institution 
in those days. Authors stood in it in the body some- 
times: and dragged their enemies thither morally, 
hooted them with foul abuse, and assailed them with 
garbage of the gutter. Poor Pope's figure was an 
easy one for those clumsy caricaturists to draw. 
Any stupid hand could draw a hunchback, and 
■write Pope underneath. They did- A Hbel was 
published ag^nat. Pope, with such a frontispiece. 
This kind of rude jesting was an evidence not only 
of an ill nature, but a dull one. When a child 



Herrej', he had reconne to us's-iDilk for the preierrstioii of hi* 

health." It ii to his locdihip'a lue of that umple beverage that 
he alludes -when he sajs — 

"Let Sporu* tremble T—A. What, that thing of sllfc, 
Sponu, that mere white-cord of acs'a milk f " 
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makes a pun, or a lout breaks ont into a laugh, 
it is some very obvious combination of words, of 
discrepancy of objects, which provokes the infantine 
satirist, or. tickles the boorish irag; and many of 
Pope's revilers laughed, not so much because they 
were wicked, as because they knew no better. 

Without the utmost sensibility. Pope could not 
have been the poet he was; and through his life 
however much he protested that he disregarded their 
abuse, the coarse ridicule of his . opponents stung 
and tore him. One of Gibber's pamphlets coming 
into Pope's hands, whilst Richardson the piunter 
was with him. Pope turned round and said, " These 
things are my diversions : " and Richardson, sitting 
by whilst Pope perused the libel, said he saw his 
features " writhing with anguish." How little human 
nature changes 1 Can't one see that little figure? 
Can't one fancy one is reading Horace ? Can't one 
. fancy one is speaking of to-day ? 

The tastes and sensibilities of Pope, which led him 
to cultivate the society of persons of fine maoiiers, 
or wit, or taste, or beauty, caused him to shrink 
equally from that shabby and boisterous crew which 
formed the rank and file of literature in his tune : 
and he was as unjust to these men as they to him. 
The delicate little creature sickened at habits and 
company whkh were quite tolerable to rohuster 
men : and io the famous feud between Pope and the 

QS 
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Dunces, and without attributing any peculiar wrong 
to either, one can quite understand how the two 
parties should so hate each other. As I fancy, it 
was a sort of necessity that when Pope's trlumpli 
passed, Mr. Addison and his men should look rather 
contemptuously down on it from their balcony; so it 
was natural for Dennis and Tibbald, and Webster 
and Gibber, and the worn and hungry press-men in 
the crowd below, to howl at him and assail him. 
And Pope was more savage to Grrub-street than 
Grub-street was to Pope. ITie thong with which 
he lashed them was dreadful; he fired upon that 
howling crew such shafts of flame and poison, he 
slew and wounded so fiercely, that in reading the 
" Duncisd " and the prose lampoons of Pope, one 
feels disposed to side against the ruthless little 
tyrant, at least to pity those wretched folks upon 
whom he was so unmerciful. It was Pope, and 
Swift to aid him, who establiahed among us the 
Grub-street tradition. He revels in base descrip- 
tiona of poor men's want; he gloats over poor 
Dennis's garret, and £annel night-cap, and red 
stockings; he gives instructions how to find Cnrll's 
authors, the bistoiian at the tallow-chandler's under 
the blind arch in Petty France, the two translators 
in bed together, the poet in the cock-loft in Budge 
Row, whose landlady keeps the ladder. It was 
Pope, I fear, who contributed, more than any man 
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who ever lived, to depreciate tke literary calling. 
It was not an unprosperoaa one before that time, as 
we have seen; at least there were great prizes in 
the profession which had made Addison a minister, 
and Prior an ambassador, and Steele a commissioner, 
and Swift all but a bishop. The profession of letters 
was ruined by that libel of the " Dunciad." If 
authors were wretched and poor before, if some of 
them lived in haylofts, of which their landladies 
kept the ladders, at least nobody came to disturb 
them in their straw ; if three of them had but one 
coat between them, the two remained invisible in the 
garret, the third, at any rate, appeared decently 
at the coffee-house, and paid his twopence like a 
gentleman. It was Pope that dragged into light 
all this poverty and meanness, and held up those 
wretched shifts and rags to public ridicule. It was 
Pope that has made generations of the reading 
world (delighted with the mischief, as who would 
not be that reads it ?) believe that author and wretch, 
author and rags, author and dirt, author and drink, 
gin, cow-heel, tripe, poverty, duns, bailiffs, squalUng 
children and clamorous landladies, were always asso- 
ciated together. The condition of authorship began 
to fall from the days of the " Dunciad : " and I 
believe in my heart that much of that obloquy 
which has since pursued our calling was occasioned 
by Pope's libels and wicked wit. Everybody read 



230 EHQUSH HUUOrSISTS. 

those. Everybody was familiarised with the idea 
of the poor devil, the author. The manner is so 
captivating that young authors practise it, and beg^ 
their career with satire. It is so easy to write, and 
so pleasaat to read I to fire a shot that makes a giant 
wince, perhaps ; and fancy one's self his conqueror. 
It is easy to shoot — but not as Pope did — the shaAs 
of his satire rise sublimely: no poet's verse ever 
mounted higher than that wonderful flight with 
which the "Dunciad" concludes*: — 

" She comes, Bbe comes! the sable throne behold 1 
Of itigbt primerol and of Chaos old ; 
Before her, Suxcy't gilded clouds decaf. 
And all its varying rainbows die airaj ; 
Wit ahoots in vain its momentaTf flrei. 
The meteor drops, and in a Basil expires. 
As, one by one, at dread Uedea's strain 
The lick'nlng stars fade off the ethereal plain ; 
As Ai^ui* eyes, by Hermes' wand oppren'd, 
Cloied one by one to everlasUng rest ; — 
Thus, at her fell approach and secret might, 
Art after Art goes out, and all is night. 
See skulking Faith to her old caTem fled, 
Monntains of casuiitry heaped o'er her headi 
Fhiloeophy, that leaned on Heaven beibre. 
Shrinks to hei second canse and ii no more. 
Beligion. blushing, vdls her sacred flrei. 
And, unawares, Morality eipires. 
Nor public flame, nor private, dares to shine. 
Nor hoiuan spark is left, nor glimpse divine. 

' '' He (Jobnion) repeated to ni, In his fhrdble melo- 
diouB manner, the concluding lines of the ' Simdsd.' " — 
Bonnox. 
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Lo I thy dread empire, Chaos, i» restored, 
Ijght diea before thy nucreatiug word ; 
Thy baad, great Anarch, lets the cuitatn &II, 
And QniTerBal darkness buries all." ' 

In these astonisliing lines Pope reaches, I think, to 
the very greatest height which his sublime art has 
attained, and shows himself the ec^iial of all poets of 
all times. It is the brightest ardour, the loftiest 
assertion of truth, the most generous wisdom, illus- 
trated by the noblest poetic figure, and spoken in 
words the aptest, gi-andest, and most harmonious. 
It is heroic courage speaking: a splendid declaration 
of righteous wrath and war. It is the gage flung 
down, and the silver trumpet ringing defiance to 
falsehood and tyranny, deceit, dulness, superstition. 
It is Truth, the champion, shining and intrepid, and 
fronting the great world-tyrant with armies of slaves 
at his back. It is a wonderful and victorious single 
combat, in that great battle, which has always been 
waging since society began, 

In speaking of a work of consummate art one does 
not try to show what it actually is, for that were 
vain ; but what it is like, and what are the sensations 
produced in the mind of him who views it. And in 

' " Mr. Laagtoa informed me that he oace related to Johnion 
(on the authority of SpeQce), that Fope himself admired these 
hoes BO much that vhen he repeated them his Toice faltered. 
''And well it might, sir,' said Johason, 'for they are noble lines, "' 
J. BoswELi, jtmior. 
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considering Pope's admirable career, I am forced into 
similitudes drawn from other courage and greatness, 
and into comparing him with those who achieved 
trinrnphs in actual war. I think of the works of 
young Pope as I do oftbe actions of young Bonaparte 
or young Nelson. In their common life you will find 
frailties and meannesses, as great as the vices and 
follies of the meanest men. But in the presence of 
the great occasion, the great soul flashes out, and 
conquers transcendent. In thinking of the splendour 
of Pope's young victories, of his merit, unequalled 
as his renown, I hail and salute the achieving genius, 
and do homage to the pen of a-hero. 
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HOGARTH SMOLLETT, AND FIELDING. 

I SDFFOSE as long as novels last and authors aim at 
interesting their pubHc, there mast always be in the 
story a virtuous and gallant hero, a, wicked monster 
liis opposite, and a pretty girl who jinds a champion ; 
bravery and virtue conquer beauty: and vice, after 
seeming to triumph throngh a certain number of 
pages, is sure to be discomfited in the last volume, 
when justice overtakes him and honest folks come by 
their own. There never was perhaps a greatly 
popular story but this simple plot was cai'ried through 
it: mere satiric wit is addressed to a class of readers, 
and thinkers quite different to those simple souls who 
laugh and weep over the novel. I fancy very few 
ladies indeed, for instance, could be brought to like 
" Gulliver" heartily, and (putting the coarseness and 
difference of manners out of the question) to relish 
the wonderful satire of "Jonathan Wild." In that 
strange apologue, the author takes for a hero the 
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greatest rascal, coward, traitor, tyrajit, hypocrite, 
tliat Ms wit and experience, hoth large in tliis matter, 
could enable him to devise or depict ; he accompanies 
this villain through all the actions of his life, with a 
grinning deference and a wonderful mock respect: 
and doesn't leave him, till he is dangling at the 
gallows, when the satiiist makes him a low bow and 
wishes the scoondrel good day. 

It was not by satire of this sort, or by scorn and 
contempt, that Hogarth achieved his vast popularity 
and acquired hia reputation.^ His art is quite simple,' 

' Coleridge •peaks of the "beantifnl female fkcei" in H^^arth'a 
plctnrea, "Id whom," he saja, "the iKtirist never Gxtingnished 
thkt lore of beantf wMcb belonged to him si a poet." — TAt 

' "I was pleaded with the reply of a gentleman, who, being 
atked which book he eiteemed mott in hii libruy, aniwered 
' Sbakspeare ' : being a«ked which he esteemed next beat, replied 
'Eogartb.' Hia graphic repreeentationa are iodeM books ; they 
have the teeming, fruitful, Eoggettive meaning of mirdt. Other 
pictores we look at — hii prints we read 

" The quantity of thought which Hogarth crowds into every 
picture would almost tmvolgarise every tntgect which he might 
choose 

" I say not that all the ridiCalons rabjects of Hogarth have 
necessarily something in tbem to make ns like them ; some are 
iadifibrent to us, tome in their natnte repulsive, and only made 
interesting by the wonderful ikill and trath to notnte in the 
painter ; bnl I contend that there is in most of them that sprink- 
Ung of the better nature, which, like holy water, chasea away and 
disperses the coatagion of the bad. They have this in them, 
besides, that they bring us acqutunted with the every-day human 
face, — they give us skill to detect those gradationi of sense and 
virtue (which escape the careless or fastidious observer) in the 
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he speaks popular parables to interest simple hearts 
and to inspire them with pleasure or pity or warning 
and terror. Not one of his tales but is as easy as 
" Goody Two Shoes ; " it is the moral of Tommy was 
a naughty boy and the master flogged him, and Jacky 
was a good boy and bad plnm cake, which pervades 

circmnstances of the world about us ; and pierent that diagnit at 
comman life, that tadium quotidiananan fomanm, wbich ao un- 
restricted paaiion for ideal forms and beantiei u In danger of 
pTodnciag. In this, m In many other things, thej are analogtmi 
to the beat uotela of Smollett «a& Fielding." — Chaslu Lahb. 

" It has b«en obierred that Hogarth's pictures are exceedingly 
unlike any other repreientations of the same kind of aubject^^ 
that they form a class, and hare a character, peculiar to them- 
selTea. It maj be worth while to consideT in what this geaeral 
distinction consists. 

"In the first place, they are, in the itrictest aeaK,laiiorkal 
pictures ; and if what Fteldbg says bo tme, that hit novel of 
' Tom Jones ' ought to be regarded as an epic prose-poem, becanae 
It contained a ngnlar development of fable, manners, diaractart 
and passion, the compositions of Hogarth, will, in like manner, 
be found to have a higher claim to the title ot epic picture* than 
many wliich have of late 'arrogated that denomination to them- 
selves. When we say that Hogarth treated his subjects historically, 
we mean that his works represent the manners and humours of 
mankuid In action, and thdr characters by varied expression. 
Everything in his pictores has life and motion in' it. Not only 
does the bnuness of the scene never stand still, but every feature 
and muscle is put into Ml play ; the exact filing of the momait 
is brought out, and carried to its ntmost height, and thai instantly 
seized and stamped on the canvass for ever. The expression is 
always taken «■ pastant, in a state of progress or change, and, a* 

it were, at the salient point. His figures are not like the 

back^rannd on which they are painted : even the pictures on the 
wall have a peculiar loc^ of their own. Again, with the rapidity, 
variety, and scope of history, Hogarth's heads have all tlie reality 
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the whole works of the homely and famous English 
tnoralist And if the moral is written in rather too 
large letters after the fable, we must remember how 
simple the scholars and schoolmaster both were, and 
like neither the less because they are so artless and 
honest. " It was a maxim of Dr. Harrison's," Field- 
ing says in " Amelia," speaking of the benevolent 
divine and philosopher who represents the good 
principle in that novel — " that no man can descend 
below himself, in doing any act which may contiibate 
to protect an innocent person, or to hring a rogue to 
the gallouis." The moralist of that age had no com- 
punction you see; they had not begun to be sc eptical 
about the theory of punishment, and thought t hat the 
hanging of a thief was a spectacle for edification. 
Masters sent their apprentices, fathers took their 
children, to see Jack Sheppard or Jonathan Wild 
hanged, and it was as undoubting subscribers to this 
moral law, that Fielding wrote and Hogarth painted. 
Except in one instance, where in the mad-house scene 
in the "Rake's Progrws," the girl whom he has 
ruined is represented as still tending and weeping 

and correctness of portraits. He girea the extniuea of character 
and e:spresaion, but lie gicca them with perfect truth and accnracy. 
Thi> le, in fact, what distinguiehes hil compOBitlonii frnm all others 
of the same kmd. that they are equally remote from caricatnre, 

and from mere still life Hia faces s» to the very verge 

of caricatnre, and yet never (we bcliere m any einglc instance) go 
beyond it" — Hazlitt. 
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over him in his insanity, a glimpse of pity for his 
rogues never seems to enter honest Hogarth's mind. 
There's not the slightest doubt in the breast of the 
jolly Draco. 

The famoas set of pictures colled " Marriage k la 
Mode," and which are exhibited at Marlborough 
House, in London, contains the most important and 
highly wrought of the Hogarth coraef^es. The care 
and method with which the moral grounds of these 
pictures are laid is as remarkable as the wit and 
skill of the observing and dexterous artist. He has 
to describe the negotiations for a marriage pending 
between the daughter of a rich citizen Alderman and 
young Lord Viscount Sqnanderfield, the dissipated 
son of a gouty old Earl. Pride and pomposity 
appear in every accessory surrounding .the Earl. 
He sits in gold lace and velvet — as how should such 
an Earl wear anything but velvet and gold lace? 
His coronet is everywhere : on his footstool on which 
reposes one gouty toe turned out ; on the sconces 
and looking-glasses ; on the dogs ; on his lordship's 
very crotches ; on his great chair of state and the 
great baldaquin behind him ; under which he sits 
pointing m^estically to his pedigree, which shows 
that his race is sprung from the loins of William 
the Conqueror, and confronting the old Alderman 
from the City, who has mounted his sword for the 
>n, and wears his Alderman's chain, and has 
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broogbt a bag fiill of money, mortgage-deeds, and 
thousand pound notes, for the arrangement of the 
transaction pending between them. Whilst the 
steward (a methodist, therefore a hypocrite and cheat, 
for Hogarth scorned a papist and a dissenter), is 
negotiating between the old couple, their children sit 
together, united but api^ My lord is admiring his 
countenance in the glass, while his bride is twiddling 
her marriage ring on her pocket handkerchief; and 
listening with rueful countenance to Counsellor Sil- 
vertongue, who haa been drawing the settlements. 
The girl is pretty, but the painter, with a carious 
watchfulness, has taken care to give her a likeness 
to her father, as in the young Viscount's face you 
see a resemblance to the Earl, his noble sire. The 
sense of the coronet pervades the picture, as it is 
supposed to do the mind of its wearer. The pictures 
round the room are sly hints indicating the situation 
of the parties about to marry. A martyr is led to 
the fire ; Andromeda is offered to sacrifice ; Judith 
is going to slay Holofemes, There is the ancestor 
of the house (in the picture it is the Earl himself 
as a young man), with a. comet over his head, indi- 
cating that the career of the family is to be brilliant 
and brief. In the second picture, the old Lord must 
be dead, for Madam has now the Countess's coronet 
over her bed and toilet-glaas, and sits listening to that 
dangerous Counsellor Silvertongue, whose portrait 
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now actually hanga np in her room, wliilst the coun- 
sellor takes his ease on the sofa fay her side, evidently 
the familiar of the, house, and the confidant of the 
mistress. My lord takes his pleasure elsewhere than 
at home, Tvhithec he returns jaded and tipsj ixom 
the Rose, to find his wife yawning in her drawing- 
room, her whist-party over, and the daylight streaming 
in ; or he amuses, himself with the very worst com- 
pany abroad, whilst his wife sits at home Ustenmg 
to foreign singera, or wastes her money at auctions, 
or, worse still, seeks amusement at mast^uerades. 
The dismal end is known. My lord draws upon the 
counsellor, who kills him, and is apprehended whilst 
endeavouring to escape. My lady goes hack perforce 
io the Alderman in the City, and faints upon reading 
Counsellor Silvertongne's dying speech at Tyhum, 
where the counsellor has been executed for sending 
his lordship out of the world. Moral : — Don't listen 
to evil silver-tongued counseUors; don't marry a 
man for his rank, or a woman for her money : don't 
frequent foolish auctions and masquerade balls un- 
known to your husband : don't have wicked com- 
panions abroad and neglect your wife, otherwise you 
will be ran through the body, and min will ensue, 
and disgrace, and Tyburn. The people are all 
naugl^ty, and Bogey carries them all off. In the 
" Rake's Progress," a loose life is ended by a similar 
sad catastrophe. It is the spendthrift coming into 
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possession of the wealth of the paternal miser ; the 
prodigal surroanded by flatterers, and wasting his 
substance on the very worst company; the bailiffs, 
the gambling-house, and Bedlam for an end. In 
the famous story of Industry and Idleness, the moral 
is pointed in a mamier similarly clear. Fair-haired 
Frank Goodcluld smiles at his work, whilst naughty 
Tom Idle snores over liis loom. Frank reads the 
edifying ballads of Whittington and the London 
"Prentice, whilst that reprobate Tom Idle prefers 
MoU Flanders, and drinks hugely of beer. Frank 
goes to church of a Sunday, and warbles hymns 
from the gallery ; while Tom lies on a tomb-stone 
outside playing at halfpenny-under-the-liat, with 
street blackguards, and is deservedly caned by the 
beadle ; Frank is made overseer of the business, 
whilst Tom is sent to sea. Frank is taken into part- 
nership and marries his master's daughter, sends out 
broken victuals to the poor, and listens in his night- 
cap and gown with the lovely Mrs. Goodchild by 
his side, to the nuptial music of the City bands and 
die marrow-bones and cleavers ; whilst idle Tom, 
returned from sea, shudders in a garret lest the 
officers are coming to take him for picking pockets. 
'ITie Worshipful Francis Goodchild, Esq., becomes 
Sheriff of London, and partakes of the most splendid 
dinners which money can purchase or Alderman 
devour ; whilst poM: Tom is taken up in a night cellar. 
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witli that one>eyed and disreputable accomplice who 
iirst taught him to play chuck-farthing on a Sunday. 
What happens next? Tom is brought up before 
the justice of his country, in the person of Mr. 
Alderman Goodchild, who weeps as he recognises 
his old brother 'prentice, as Tom's one-eyed friend 
peaches on him, and the clerk makes out the poor 
rogue's ticket for Newgate. Then the end comes. 
Tom goes to Tyburn in 3 cart with a coffin in it; 
■whilst the Right Honourable Francis Goodchild,; 
Lord Mayor of London, proceeds to his Mansion; 
House, in his gilt coach with four footmen and a 
sword-hearer, whilst the Companies of London march 
In the august procession, whilst the trainbands of 
the City fire their pieces and get drunk in his honour; 
and oh, crowning delight and glory of all, whilst 
his Majesty the King looks out from his royal 
balcony, with his ribbon on his breast, and his Queen 
and his star by his aide, at the comer honse of St. 
Paul's Church-yard, where the toy-shop is now. 

How the limes have changed I The new Post- 
office now not disadvantageously occupies that spot 
where the scafifolding is in the pictnre, where the 
tipsy trainband-man is lurching agamst the post, 
with his wig over one eye, and the 'prentice-boy is 
trying to kisiS tlie pretty girl in the gallery. Past 
away *prentice-boy and pretty girl! Past away 
tipsy tr^uband-man with wig and bandolier! On 
It 
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the spot wliere Tom Idle (for whom I ..bikY9_8D 
Tipaffected pi ty^ made his exit from this wicked 
world, and where you see the hangman smoking his 
pipe as he reclines on the gibbet and views the IuIIb 
of Harrow or Hampstead beyond— a splendid marble 
arch, a viet and modem city — clean, airy, painted 
drab, popolons with norsery-maids and children, the 
abodes of wealth and comfort — the elegant, the pro- 
sperous, the polite Tjbumia rises, the most respectable 
district in the habitable globe I 

In that last plate of the London Apprentices, in 
which the apotheosis of the Right Honourable Francis 
Goodchild is drawn, a ragged fellow is represented 
in the corner of tlie simple kindly piece, otfering for 
sale a broadside, purporting to contain an acconnt 
of the appearance of the ghost of Tom Idle, executed 
at Tyburn. Could Tom's ghost have made its 
appearance in 1847, and not in 1747, what changes 
would have been remarked by that astonished escaped 
criminal I Over that road which the hangman used 
to travel constantly, and the Oxford stage twice a 
week, go ten thousand carriages every day: over 
yonder road, by which Dick Turpin fled to Windsor, 
and Squire Western journeyed into town, when he 
came to take up his quarters at the Hercules Pillars 
on the outskirts of London, what a rush of civilization 
and order flows now I What armies of gentlemen 
with umbrellas march to banks, and chambers, and 
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counting-houses 1 What regiments of naraery'inajds 
and pretty infantry; what peaceful processions of 
policeraen, what light broughamB and what gay 
carnages, what awanns of busy apprentdces and 
artificers, riding on onmibus-roofs, pass daily and 
hourly ! Tom Idle's times are quite changed : many 
of the institutions gone into disuse which were 
admired in his day. There's more pity and kindness ' 
and a better chance for poor Tom's successors now 
than at that simpler period when Fielding hanged , 
him and Hogarth drew him. ' 

To the student of history, these admirable works 
must be invaluable, as they give ns the most com- 
plete and truthful picture of the manners, and even 
the thoughts, of the past century. We look, and see 
pass before us the England of a hundred years ago — 
the peer in his drawing-room, the lady of fashion in 
her apartment, foreign singers surrounding her, and 
the chamber filled with gew-gawa in the mode of 
that day ; the church, with its quaint florid architec- 
ture and singing congregation ; the parson with his 
great wig, and the beadle with his cane : all these 
are represented before us, and we are sure of the 
truth of the portrait. We see how the Lord Mayor 
dines in state ; how the prodigal drinks and sports at 
the bagnio ; how the poor girl beats hemp in Bride- 
well ; how the thief divides his booty and drinks his 
punch at the night-cellar, and how he finishes his 
V BS 
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career at the gibbet We may depend upon the 
perfect accuracy of these strange and varied portraits 
of the bygone generation : we see one of Walpole's 
members of Parliament chaired after his election, 
and the lieges celebrating the event, and drinking 
confusion to the Pretender: we see the grenadiers 
and trainbands of the City marching ont to meet the 
enemy ; and have before us, with sword and firelock, 
and white Hanoverian horse embroidered on the cap, 
the very figures of the men who ran away with 
Johnny Cope, and who conquered at Cullodea. The 
Yorkshire waggon rolls into the inn-yard; the 
country parson, in his jack-boots, and his bands and 
short cassock, comes trotting into town, and we 
fancy it is Parson Adams, with his sermons in his 
pocket The Salisbury fly sets forth from the old 
Angel — you see the passengers entering the great 
heavy vehicle, up the wooden steps, their hats tied 
down with handkercliiefs over theu- faces, and under 
their arms, sword, hanger, and case-bottle; the 
landlady — apoplectic with the liquors in her own 
bar — is tuning at the bell; the hunchbacked pos- 
tillion — he may have ridden the leaders to Humphry 
Clinker — is begging a gratuity ; the miser is grumb- 
ling at the bill; Jack of the Centurion lies on the 
top of the clumsy vehicle, with a soldier by hia 
side — ^it may be Smollett's Jack Hatchway — it has a 
likeness to Lismabago. You see the suburban fair 
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and the atrolling companj of actors ; the pretty 
mllkniaid singing under the windows of the enraged 
French musician — it is such a. girl as Steele charm- 
ingly described in the "Guardian," a few years 
before this date, singing under Mr. Ironside's window 
in Shire-lane, her pleasant carol of a May morning. 
You see noblemen and blacklegs bawling and betting 
in the Cockpit ; you see Garrick as he was arrayed 
in King Richard; Machealh and Polly in the dresses 
which they wore when they charmed our ancestors, 
and when noblemen in blue ribbons sat on the stage 
and listened to their delightful music. Yon see the 
ragged French soldiery, in their white coats and 
cockades, at Calus Gate — they are of the regiment, 
yery likely, which friend Roderick Random joined 
before he was rescued by his preserver Monsieur de 
Strap, with jvhom he foaght on the famous day of 
Dettingen. You see the judges on the bench ; the 
audience laughing in the pit; the student in the 
Oxford theatre; the citizen on liis country walk; 
you see Broughton the boxer, Sarah Malcolm the 
murderess, Simon Lovat the traitor, John Wilkes 
the demagogue, leermg at you with that aqulnt 
-which has become historical, and that face which, 
ugly as it was, he said he could make as captivating 
to woman as the countenance of the handsomest 
beau in town. All these sights and people are 
with you. After looking in tlie " Rake's Progress" 
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at Hogarth's picture of St. James's Palaise-gate, you 
may people the street, but little altered within 
these hoDdred years, with the gilded carriages and 
thronging chairmen that bore the conrtiera your 
ancestors to Queen Caroline's drawing-room more 
than a hundred years ago. 

What manner of man* was he wto executed these 

' Hogarth (whose family mune was Hogart) v&a the grandson 
of a. Westmoreland yeoman. His father came to London, and 
wa« an author and schoolniMter, William was born in 16S8 
(accordiog to the moet probable conjecture) in the pariah of St. 
Martin, Ludgate. lie was early apprenticed to an engraver erf 
armg on plate. The following tonches are ftom hii Anecdotes of 
Himeelf. (Edition of 1833.) 

" As I had naturally a good eye, and a fbiidne«e for drawing, 
shows of all sorts gave me uncommon pleasure when an infiuit ; 
and mimicry, common to all children, was remarkable in me. An 
early access to a neighbouring painter drew my attention from 
play ; tnd I was, at every possible opportunity, employed In 
making drawings. I picked up an acquaintance of the same turn, 
and soon leamt to draw the alphabet with great correctness. Uy 
eiercises, when at school, were more remarkable fbr the ornaments 
which adorned them, than for the exercise itself. In the former, 
I soon found that blockheads with better memories could mnch 
surpass me; but for the latter I vas particularly distinguished. . . , 

" I thought it still more unlikely that by pursuing the common 
method, and copying old drawings, I could ever attain the power 
of making nea designs, which was my first and greatest ambition. 
I therefore endeavoured to habituate myself to the exerdso of a 
sort of technical memory ; and by repeating ia my own mind, the 
parts of which objects were composed, I could by degrees combine 
and put them down with my pencil. Thus, with all the drawback) 
which resulted from the circumstances I have mentioned, I bad 
one material advantage over my competitors, viz:, the early habit 
I thus acquired of retaiuing iu my mind's eye, without coldly 
copying it on the spot, whatever I intended to imitate. 
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portraits — so ymous, eo faithful, and so admirable P 
In the London National Gallery most of us have 



" Hie inBtAQt I became muter of my own time, I detenained to 
qnalil^ mjjclf for engraving on copper. In tbii I readily gat 
emplojioeiit j end &DDtiapiecefl to booIcB, nich ai prints to 
'Hndibna,' in twelves, &c., soon brought me into tbe wsj. But 
the tribe of boobK^lers remained as my father had left 
tliem .... which put me upon publishing on my own ac- 
count. But here again I had to encounter a monopoly of print- 
sellers,' eqiullj mean and de*tructivo to the ingenioua i for the 
first plate I pnliliihed, called 'The Taste of the Town,' in which 
tbe reigning follies were lashed, had no sooner begun to take a 
run, than I found copies of it in the print-ihopa, vending at half- 
price, while the original prints were returned to me again, and I 
was thos obliged to sell the plate for whatever these pirates 
pleased to give me, as there was no place of sale but at tiidr 
shops. Owing to this, and other circumstances, bj engraTing, 
mitil I was near thirty, I could do little more tlian maintain 
myself -, but tven then, I aa* a puttchial paj/maiter. 

"I then married, and 

^ut William is going too fast here. He made 'a stolen union' 
on March 23, 1729, with Jane, daughter of Sir James Thombill, 
seijeant-paintcr, IFor some time Sir James kept his heart and 
his pone-strings dose, but ' soon after became both reconciled and 
generous to the young couple.' — Hogarth'a Worh, by Nichols and 
Steevens, voL i. p. 44.] 

" — commenced painter of small Conversation Pieces, from 
twelve to fifteen inches high. This, being a novelty, succeeded 
for a few years," 

(Above this time Bogartb. bad summer-lodgings at South 
liambetfa, and did all kinds of work, " embellishing " the " Spring 
Gardens" at "Tauxball," and tbe Uie. In 1731, he published a 
satirical plate agiunst Pope, founded on the well-known imputa- 
tion against blm of his having satirised tbe Duke of Chandos 
onder the name of Timm, in his poem on Taste. Tbe plate 
represented a view of Burlington Honso, with Pope whitewashing 
it, and bespattering the Duke of Chandos's coach. Pope made no 
retort, and has never mentioned Hogarth.) 
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seen the best and most carefally finished series of 
his comic paintings, and the portrait of his own 

"Befbre I had done anything of much coniequence in this 
■walk, I entertained Bome hopes of Jocceeding in what the pnffers 
in bookscall The Great Stgle ofHUtory Painting; aothat withont 
having had a stroke of this grand business befbre, I quitted small 
portraits and &miliar conversation!, and with a smile at lay own 
temerity, commenced history -painter, and on a great staircase at 
St. Bartholomew's HospitsI, painted two Scripture stories, the 
'Pool of Bethesda' and the 'Good Samaiitan,' with fbatorea 

seven feet high But as religion, the great promotet of 

this style in other countries, r^ected it in Bngland, I was un- 
willing to sink into a portrait manufacturer; and still analiitious 
of hdng singular, dropped all expectations of advantage iWim 
that source, and returned to the pursuit of my former dealings 
with the pnbUc at large. 

"As to portniit'painting, the cliicf branch of the art by irhich 
a painter can procure himself a tolerable livelihood, and the only 
one by which a lover of money can get a fortune, a man of very 
moderate talunts may have great euccess in it, as the artifice and 
address of a mercer is infinitely more usefVil than the abilities of 
a painter. By the manner in which the present race of professors 
in England conduct it, that also becomes still life." 

" By this inundation of folly and puff" (fte has been speaking of 
the aticeesa of Vaiiloo, «rha came over )iere in 1T37), " I must confess 
I was much diigusted, and determined to try tf by any means I 
could stem the torrent, and, by opposing, end it. I laughed at the 
pretensions of these quacks in colouring, ridiculed their pro- 
dactions as feeble and contemptible, and asserted that it required 
ndther taste nor talents to excel their most popular performances. 
This interference eicited much enmity, because, as my opponents 
told me, my stndies were in another way. You talk, added they, 
with ineifable contempt of portrait-pninting ; if it is so easy a 
lasV, why do not you convince the world, by poJnting a portrait 
yourself F Provoked at this language, I, one day at the Academy 
in St. Slortin's Lane, put the Ibliowing' question: Supposing any 
man, at this time, were to paint a portrait as well as Vandjte, 
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honest face, of which the bright blue eyes shine out 
from the canvass and give you an idea of that 

vonl^ it be aecn or acknowledged, and could the artist enjoy the 
benefit or acquire tbe reputation due to bis perforniance ? 

" The; asked me in reply, If I could paint one us well 7 and I 
frankly answered, I believed I coald 

"Of the mighty taleDta said to be requisite for portrait-painting. 
I bad Dot the moat esalted opinion." 

X«t DS now hear him on the question of the Academy ; — 

" To pester the three great estates of the empire, about twenty 
or thirty Btudents drawing after a man or a horse, appears, as 
must l>e acknowledged, foolish enough : but the real mutivo is, 
that a few bnstling characters, wlio have access to people of rank, 
think they can thus get a superiority orer their brethren, be 
appointed to places, and hare aalaries, us in Franco, for telling a 
lad when a leg or an m-m is too long or too short. . . . 

"^France, ever aping the magnificence of other nations, has in 
its turn assumed a foppish kind of splendonr sufflclent to dazzle 
theeyetof tbe neigbbonring states, and draw vast Bums of money 
from this country. . . . 

" To return to our Boyal Academy ; I am told that one of their 
leading objects will be, sending young men abroad to study the 
antique statues, for Buch kind of studies may sometimes improve 
an exalted geniua, but they will not create it ; and ivbatever hat 
been the cause, this same travelling to Italy has, in several in- 
stances tliat I have seen, reduced the student from nature, and 
led him to paint marble figures, in which he has availed himself 
of the great works of antiquity, a» a coward does when be puts 
on the armour of an Aleiaader ; for, with similar pretensions and 
Bimilar vaoity, the painter supposes be shall 1>c adored as a second 
Kaphas 1 TJrbino." 

We must now hear Mm on his " Sigismunda ; " — 

** As the most violent and virnlent abuse thrown on ' Sigis- 
munda' was from a set of miscreants, with whom I am proud of 
liaving been ever at war, I mean the expounders of the mysteries 
of oil! pictures, I have been lumetinies told they were beneath my 
notice. This is true of them individually, but as tliey have access 
to people of tank, who seem as happy in beiDg cheated as these 
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keen and brave look with which William Hogarth 
regarded the world. No man was ever less of a 



merchanii are in cheating them, the; Imve a power of doing mnch 
mischief to a modern artist. However mean, the vendor of poisons, 
the mineral is dcstractire : — to me its operation was troublesome 
enni^h. HI nature spreads bo fast that now was the time for 
every little dog in the profession to bark! " 

Next comes a characteristic account of his controversj with 
Wiltea and Churchill. 

" The stagnation rendered it necesaory that I should do some 
tinied thing, to recover mj lost time, and stop a gap in my income. 
ThiB drew forth my print of ' The Times,' a subject which tended 
to the restoration of peace and unanimity, and put the opposew 
of these huinane objects in a light which gave great offence to 
those who were trying to foment disaffection in the minds of the 
populace. One of the most notorious of them, till now my friend 
and flatterer, attacked mc in a ' North Briton,' in so infamous and 
malign a style, tliat he himself when pushed even by his best 
friends, was driven to so poor an escuse as to say he was drunk 
when he wrote it. . . . 

" This renowned patriot's portrait, drawn like as I could as to 
features, and marked with some indicatioDs of his mind, fully 
answered iny purpose. The ridiculous was apparent to every 
eye I A Bnitus ! A saviour of his country with Buch an 
aspect — was so arrant a farce, that though it gave rise to much 
laughter in the lookers-on, galled both biTn and his adherents to 
the bone. . . . 

"Churchill, Wilkes's toad-echo, put the 'North Briton' into 
verse, in on Epistle to Hogarth ; but as the abuse was precisely 
the same, except a little poetical hdghtening, whidi goei fbr 
nothing, it mode no imprcssioD. . . . However, having an old 
plate by me, with some parts ready, such as the back-gronnd and 
a dog, I began to consider how I could turn so much work laid 
aside to some account, and so patched np a print of Uaster 
Churchill in the character of a Bear. The pleasure and pecuniary 
advantage which I derived from these two engravings, together 
with occasionally riding on horseback, restored me to as mnch 
health as can be expected at tny time of life." 
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hero; joa see him before yoa, and can fancy what 
he was — a jovial, honest, Londoa citizen, stout and 
stnrdy; ^ hearty, plain-spokeg man,* loving his 
loogh, his friend, his ^a»a, his rosBt-heef of pid_ 
England, and having a proper bourgeois scorn for 
French frogB, for mounseers, and woodep shoes in 
jjenewJ, for foreign fiddlers, foreign singers, and, 
above all, for foreign painters, whom he held in the 
most amusing contempt 

It most have been great fun to hear him rage 
agiunst Correggio and the Carracci; to watch him 



' "It happened in tho early part of HogBrth'a life, that a 
nobleman who was uncoroiDonly ugly and deformed came to sit 
to him for his picture. It was executed with a skill tbat did 
honoiir to the artist's abilities; bat the likeness was rigidly 
obser»ed, without evsa the ueoessary attention to compliment 
OF flattery. The peer, disguated at this counterpart of hlmtelf, 
noTer once thooght of paying for a reflection that would only 
diBgoiC him with his deformities. Some time was Buffered to 
elapse before tlie artist applied for his money \ hut afterwards 
many applicaUons were made by him (who had then no need 
of a banker) for payment, witboat niccese. The painter, how- 
ever, at last hit upon an expedient. ... It was couched In the 
following card ; — 

" * Hr. Hc^arth's dudful respects to Lord . Finding that 

he does not mean to hare the picture which was drawn for him, 
is informed again of Mr. Hogarth's necessity for the money. If, 
therefore, his Lordship does not send for it, in three days, it will 
b^ disposed o^ with the addition of a tail, ajid some other little 
appendages, to Mr. Hare, the famons wild heast man : Mr. Hogarth 
haviog given that gentleman a conditional promise of it, for an 
eihibition-pietore, on his Lordship's reftisal,' 

"This inliuiation had the desired effect,"— R'or*» 4j» Niehalt 
and Steevens, toL i p. 25. 
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thamp the table and snap his fingers, and say, 
" Hbtorical painters be hanged ; here 's the man 
that will paint against any of them for a hundred 
pounds. Correggio's ' Sigismnnda ! ' Look at Bill 
Hogarth's ' Sigismunda ; ' look at my altar-piece 
at St Mary RedclifTe, Bristol; look at my 'Paul 
before Felix,' and see whether I 'm not as good as the 
best of them." ^ 

Posterity has not quite conGrmed honest Hogarth's 
opinion about his talents for the sublime. Although 
Swift could not see the difference between tweedle- 
dee and tweedle-dum, posterity has not shared the 
Dean's contempt for Handel ; the world has disco- 
vered a difference between tweedle-dee and tweedle- 

' " Garrick himaelf was not more ductile to flatteiy. A word 
in favonr of ' Sigismunda ' might haTe comomnded a proof-print 
tfr (breed an origuml print out of our artist's hands." . . . 

" The following authenticated Btor? of our artist (furnished hj 
the late Mr. Belchior, FJLS., a surgeon of eminencie) will alto 
seire to aliow hair much more easy it i« to detect ill-placed or 
hyperbolical adulation respecting olherg, than when applied to 
onrseiveg. Hogarth, being at dinner with the great Cheselden and 
■ome other company, waa told that Mr. John Freke, surgeon Ot 
St Bartholomew's Hospital, a few eventugs before at Dick's Coffee 
Bouse, had asserted that Greene was as eminent in compouUon as 
Handel. * That fellow Freke,' replied Hogarth, ' is always shoot- 
ing his bolt absurdly, one way or anotber. Handel is a giant in 
mnaic ; Greene only a light Florimel kbd of a composer.' ■ Ay,' 
■ays onr artist's iafbrmant, ' but at the same time Mr. Preke 
declared you were as good a portrait-painter as Yandyek.' * TTiert 

he waf right,' adds Hogarth, ' and to, by Q , I am, giye me 

Tos time and let me choose my snly'ect." — Worhi by NkhotU ma 
s, ToL L, pp. 33S, 337. 
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dam, and given a liearty applause and admiration to 
Hogarth, too, bnt Dot exactly as a painter of scriptural 
subjects, or as a rival of Correggio. It does not take 
sway from one's likbg for the man, or from the 
moral of his story, or the humour of it, from one's 
admiration for the prodigious merit of his perform- 
ances, to remember that he persisted to the last in 
believing that the world was in a conspiracy against 
him with r^pect to his talents as an historical painter, 
and that a set of miscreants, as he called them, were 
employed to run his genius down. They say it was 
Liston's firm belief, that he was a great and neglected 
tragic actor; they say that every one of us believes 
in his heart, or would like to have others believe, that 
he is something which he is not One of the most 
notorious of the " miscreants," Hogartli says, was 
Wilkes, who assailed him in the " North Briton ;" 
the other was Churchill, who put the " North Briton" 
attack into heroic verse, and published his " Epistle 
to Hogarth." Hogarth replied by that caricature of 
Wilkes, m which the patriot still figures before ns, 
with his Satanic grin and sqnint, and by a caricature 
of Churchill, in which he is represented as a bear 
with a staff, on which, lie the first, lie the second, lie 
the tetrth, is engraved in umnistakeable letters. 
There i? very little mistake about honest Hogarth's . 
satire : if be has to paint a man with his throat cut, 
he draws him with his head almost off; and he tried 
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to do the same for his eQemieB in thb little contro- 
versy. " Having an old plate by rae," says he, " with 
some parts ready, such as the backgrotind, and a dog, 
I began to consider how I could turn so much work 
kid aside to some account, and so patched up a print 
of Master Churchill, in the character of a bear ; the 
pleasure and pecuniary advantage which I derived 
from these two engravings, together with occasionally 
riding on horseback, restored me to as much health 
as I can expect at my time of life." 

And so he concludes his queer little book of Anec- 
dotes, " I have gone through the circumstances of a 
life which till lately pa^ed pretty much to my own 
satisfaction, and I hope in no respect injurious to any 
other man. This I may safely assert, that I have 
done my best to make those about me tolerably happy, 
and my greatest enemy cannot say I ever did an 
intentional injury. What may follow, God knows." 

A queer account still exists of a holiday jaunt 
taken by Hogarth and four friends of his, who set 
out, like the redoubted Mr. Pickwick and his com- 
panions, but just a hundred years before those heroes; 
and made an excursion to Gravesend, Rochester, 
Sheemess, and adjacent places.' One of the gentle- 
men noted down the proceedings of the joureiey, for 

■ He made this excnraion in 1732, his compaDiona being John 
Thornhill (son of Sir James), Scott the landflc*pe-paintBr, Tothatl, 
and Foneat. 
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which Hogarth and a brother artist made drawings. 
The book is chiefly curious at this moment from 
showing the citizen life of those days, and the rough 
jolly style of merriment, not of the five companions 
merely, but of thonsands of jolly fellows of their 
time. Hogarth and his friends quitting the Bedford 
Arms, Covent Garden, with a song, took water to 
Billingsgate, exchanging compliments with the barge- 
men as they went down the river. At Billingsgate, 
Hogarth made " a caracatura" of a facetious porter, 
called the Duke of Puddledock, who agreeably enter- 
tained the party with the humoura of the place. Hence 
they took a Gravesend boat for themselves ; had straw 
to lie upon, and a tilt over their heads, they say, and 
went down the river at night, sleeping and singing 
jolly choruses. 

They arrived at Gravesend at six, when they 
washed their faces and hands, and had their wigs 
powdered. Then they sallied forth for Rochester on 
foot, and drank by the way three pots of ale. At one 
o'clock they went to dinner with excellent port, and 
a quantity more beer, and afterwards Hogarth and 
Scott played at hopscotch in the town halL It would 
appear that they slept most of them in one room, and 
the chronicler of the parly describes them all as 
waking at seven o'clock, and telling each other their 
dreams. You have rough sketches by Hogarth of 
the incidents of this holiday excursion. The sturdy 
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little painter is seen sprawling over a plank to a boat 
at Gravesend ; the whole company are represented 
in one design, in a fisberman's room, where they had 
all passed the night One gentleman in a nightcap 
is shaving himself; another Is being shaved by the 
fisherman ; a third, wttb a handkerchief over his bald 
pate, is taking bis breakfast ; and Hogarth is sketch- 
ing the whole scene. 

TJiey describe at night how they returned to their 
quarters, drank to their friends, as nsual, emptied 
several cans of good flip, all singing merrily. 

It is a jolly party of tradesmen engaged at high- 
Jinks. These were the manners and pleasures of 
Hogarth, of his time very likely, of men not very 
refined, but honest and merry. It is a brave London 
citizen, with John Bull habits, preiudices, and 
pleasures.* 

' "Dr. JobnBoa made fbnr lloei once, on the death of poor 
Hogarth, which were equally true and pleaalng; I know not why 
Garrick'i were preferred to them ; — 

" ' Tlie band of him hei« torpii^ l>ea. 
That drew th' eaaeatial lorma of grace; 
Here, closed In death, th' attentive eyes. 
That law the maimeri in the &ce.' 
" Mr. Hogarth, among the variety of Wndneasea ihown to me 
when I was too yoang to have a proper sense of them, vk» oaed to 
be very earnest that I should oh^n the adiaainlance, and If pos- 
sible the friendship, of Dr. Johnson; whose conversatioa was, to 
the talk of other mtn, like Titian's painting compared to Hudson's, 
he «aid; ' bnt don't you tell people now that 1 say eo (continned 
he^for theconnoiisenrs and I are at war, yon know; aadbecmue 
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Of SuoLLETi's associates and manner of life the 
aathor of the admirable " Humphrey Clinker," has 
given as an interesting account, in that most amwdng 
of novels.* 

I hate (Asm, they think I hate ri'tion— and let theml' ... Of 
Dr. Johmon, vhea mj &ther and he were taUdng about him one 
daj, 'That inaQ (taj» Ei^artb) is not contented with beEering 
the Bible ; but he fairly resolres, I think, to believe nothii^ but 
the Bible. Johnson (added he), thongh so wiee a fellow, ii more 
like King; David than King Solomon, fbr he »a,ja in hit haste, all 
men are liars.' " — Mm. Prozzr, 

Hogarth died on the SGth of October, 1764. The daj before hi« 
death, he wai removed from his villa at Cbiawick to Leicester 
rields, " in ft very weak condition, yet remarkably cheerfbl." He 
bad jnit rec^ved an agreeable letter from franklin. He lies 
batied at Chiiwick. 

■■ Deis Fhtllips, — In my last, I menUoned my having spent an 
erauDg with a society of authors, who seemed to be jealons and 
afraid of one another. My uncle was not at all Borpiised to bear 
sie say I was disappointed in their conversation. ' A nun may be 
Tety entertaining and instroctive upon paper,' said he, ' and 
exceedingly dull in common discourse. I have observed, that 
tbose who shine most in private company are but secondary stars 
in the constellation of genins. A small stock of ideas is more 
easily managed, and sooner displayed, than a great quantity 
crowded together. There is very seldom anything eitraordinary 
in the appearance and address of a good writer ; whereas a dull 
author generally distiognishes himself by some oddity or extrava- 
gance. For this reason I fancy that on assembly of grubs must 
be very diverting.' 

" My curiosity being excited by this hint, I consulted my Mend 
Dick Ivy, who undertook to gratify it the very next day, which was 
Sonday last. He carried me to' dine with S — ■, whom yon and 
I have long known by hi* wtitiags. He lives in the skirts of the 
t^iwni and every Sunday his house is open to all unfortunate 
brothers of the quill, whom he treats with beef, pudding, and 
potatoes, port, punch, and Calvert's entire butt beer. He has 
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I have DO donbt that the above picture is as faith- 
ful a ooe as aoj from the pencil of his kindred 
humourist, Hogarth. 

fixed upon the fint day of the week for the exerdieof hia boipi- 
tcUty, becaiue lome of hi« gue«tf could not enjoj' it on enj other, 
for rewori* th»t I need not explain. I irai ciTil^ racdvad in b 
plftln, yet decent batdbitioii, which opened backwuda Into & rerj 
pleaMnt guden, kept in exoellent orderg and, indeed, I law none 
of the OQtwaid ngni of authonhip either in the home or the land- 
lord, who ii one of thoie few wiiten of the age that itand upon 
their own fbnndatioii, without patronage, and sbore dependenca. 
If there wat nothing characteriitio In the entertainer, the oompai^ 
made ample amcndi for hii want of BingDlBiitj. 

"At twoin theaAemoon, IfoimdnTtelfoDBof ten measmates 
aeated at tablet and I queation if the whole kingdom could pro- 
duce mch another assemblage of original!. Among their peco- 
liaritiea, I do not mention thoae of dreaa, which may be purety' 
accidental. Wlat atmck me were odditiei originally prodoced hj 
affectation, and afterwardi confirmed b; habit. Oneof them wore 
apectaclei at dinner, and another hia hat fiappedg though (aa try 
UAd me) the fint waa noted for baying a aeaman'a eye, when a 
b^Uffwai in Uie wind; and the other waa cerer known to labour 
nnder any weakneaa or defect of vinon, except aboat five fear* 
ago, when he waa complimented with a conple of black eyea by a 
player, with whom he had quarrelled in hia drink. A third wore 
a laced itocking, and made ate of cmtches, becanae, once in hia 
lif^ he had been laid up with a broken leg, though no man coold 
]eap o>er a atick with more agility. A fburth had contracted 
■tu^ an antipathy to the country, lliat he inaiated upon aitting 
with hia back towarda the window that looked into the garden t 
and when a diah of cauliflower waa set upon tht talde, be innffed 
np rolatile aalta to keep him Irom luting i yet thia delicate 
peraon waa the aon of a cotlogBr, bom nnder a hedge, and had 
many years nm wild amoi^ aaata on a common. A fifth aflected 
diatractlon ; when apoke to, be alwaya anawered from the pupoac. 
Sometimea he auddeoly started up, and rapped out a dreadfOl oath; 
aometimea be buret out a langhing.) then be folded hia arma, 
|i{)d sighed : and then he hissed like fifty lerpeata. 
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We haTfi before ns, and painted by his own hand, 
Tobias Smollett, tlie manly, kindly, honest, and 

"At flnt, IrraUj thought bemw mad) mud, aa he lat neir me^ 
hegtm to tie under tome appreheiuiaiiB for my own gnfet; ; when 
our iMidlord, perceiTing me alarmed, BHnred me alimd tfaat I had 
nothing to fear. *Tlie gentlemui,' Mdd he, Mi trTlog: to act a 
part fbr wUeh he iB I17 no means qnalifled ; if he had all the 
inclitwtion In the world, it ii not in hii power to be mad ; his 
spirits are too SM to be kindled into phreQxy.' "T ia no bad 
p-p-pud; how-owerer,' ohwired a perfon in a tamiihed laced 
coot: 'afF-ffected m-madnen w-wlll p-paia for w-wit w-wiOi 
nino-niueteen oat c^ t-twenQr.' >Aod aStoted atnttemg for 
hnmoor,' replied our landlord ; ' though, God knows I there i* no 
afflni^ betwixt tham.* It seema this wag, after haying made 
HOie abortive attempt* in plain speakfug, had reconrse to t^H 
defect, hy loeana of which he freqoently eztoitad the laugh of the 
e(HnpaD7, withoat the leait expenie of genim 1 and that imper&c~ 
tion, which he had at firtt counterfeited, wa« now become lo 
haMtual, that he could not lay it adde. 

"A certain winking genius, who wore yellow glorei at dinner, 
had, on his Qrst introduction, taken such offbnoe at S , becauw 
he looked and talked, and ate and drank, like any othw man, 
that he spoke contemptnonily of hia nndentanding ever after, 
and never would repeat Us viiit, until he had ozhibtted the 
following proof of his caprice. Wat Wyvil, the poet, having 
made some unsuccestfol advances towards an intimacy with 

B , at last gave him to understand, by a third penon, that 

he had wntten a poem in his praise, and a satire against bis 
person : that if he would admit him to bii houses the first should 
be immediatdy «ent to prea* 1 but that if he persisted in declining 

his &iendihip, he would publish the satire without delay. S 

replied, that he looked upon Wyril's panegyric at, in effect, a species 
of inWiy, and would resent it acccodingly with a good cudgel ; 
but if be published the satire, he might deserve his compassion, 
and bad nathing to fetx &om his revenge. Wyvil having eon- 
aidered the altemalive, resolved to mortify S — — by printing the 
panegyric, for which he received a sound drubbing. Then be 
flwore the peace against the aggresior, vho, in order to avoid a 
82 
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irascible ; worn and battered, but still brave and full 
of heart, after a long struggle against a Hard fortune. 

pTotecntion at I&w, admitted liim to his goad graces. It was the 

vngularitj in 8 'o conduct on this occaaioD, that Tecoaciled 

him to the yellow-gioved philosopher, wlio owned he had some 
geuias ; and &om that period cultivated his acquaintance. 

" Cniions to linow upon 'wliat subjects the sev^^ talents of my 
feUow-gueets were emplojed, I applied to my commauicalive 
Mend Kck Ivy, who gave me to uaderstand that most of them 
were, or had been, understrappers, or jonnieymeu, to more credit- 
able authors, for whom they translated, collated, and compiled, in 
the busineaa of bookmakiug ; and that all of them had, at different 
times, iabom'ed in the service of our landlord, though they iiad 
uon set up fbr themselves in various departments of literature. 
Not only their talent*, but also their nations aod dialects, were so 
various, that our conversation resembled the confusion of tongnei 
at BabeL We had the Irish brogue, the Scotch accent, and foreign 
idiom, twanged off by the most discordant vociferation ; for ai 
they all spoke together, no mau had an^ chance to be heard, 
unless lie could bawl louder than his fellows. It must be owned, 
however, there iraa nothing pedando in their discourse j they 
carefnll? avoided ail learned disqnisitiona, and endeavoured to 
be &cetious: nor did their endeavours always miscarry; some 
droll repartee passed, aod much laughter was excited ; and if any 
Individual lost tiis temper so far as to transgress the bounds 
of decorum, be was efffectnally checked by the master of the 
feast, who exerted a sort of paternal authority over this irritable 
tribe. 

••The most learned philosopher of the whole coUectirai, who 
bad be^ expelled the university for atheism, has made great 
prepress in a refutation of Lord Bolingbroke's metapliy deal works, 
wliich is said to be equally ingenious and orthodox : but in the 
mean time, he has been presented to the grand jury as a public 
nuisance fbr having blasphemed in an alehouse on the Lord'B-.d^r, 
The Scotehman ^ves lectures on the pronunciation of the English 
langnag% which be is now publishing by subscription. 

" The Irishman is a political writer, and goes by the name of 
Uy Lord Potatoe. He wrote a pamphlet in vindication of a 
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His brain had been busied with a hundred different 
schemes ; he had been reviewer and historian, critic. 

Minister, hoping Ua zeal would be rewarded with some place or 
peii.9Joii ; but finding himself neglected in that quarter, he whim- 
pered about that the pamphlet was written bj the Hiiuster himNl^ 
and he published an answer to his own prodaction. In thii ha 
addressed the author under the title of 'your lordship,' with such 
solemnity, that the public swallowed the deceit, and bought up 
the whole impiesBion. The wise politidaus of the metropolis 
declared thej were both maaterlj performances, and chacUed 
over the flimsy reveries of an ignorant garretteer, as the profound 
speculations of a veteran statesman, acquainted with all the secreta 
of the cahinet. The imposture was detected in the sequel, and 
our Hibernian pamphleteer retains no part of his assumed im- 
portance but the bare title of ■ my lord,' and the upper part of 
the table at the potatoe-ordinary in Shoe-lana 

" Opposile to me sat a Piedmonteee, who had obliged the public 
with a humourouB satire, entitled 'The Balance of the English 
Poets;' aperformiince which evinced the great modesty and taste 
of the author, and, in particular, his intimacy with the elegancies 
of the EngUsh language. The sago, who labonred under the 
ayptnpo^ia, or ' horror of green fields,' had just finished a treatise 
on practical agriculture, though, ill fact, he had nerer seen com 
growing in his life, and was so ignorant of grain, that our enter- 
tainer, in the &ce of the whole company, made him own Qiat a 
plate of hominy was the best rice-pudding he bad ever eat 

" The stutterer hod almost finished his travels through Europe 
and part of Asia, without ever budging beyond the liberties of 
the King's-bench, except in term-time, with a tipstaff for his 
companion : and as for little Tim Cropdale, the most facetloiu 
member of the whole society, he had happily wound up the 
catastrophe of a virgin tragedy, irom the exhibition of which he 
promised himself a large fund of profit and reputation, Tim 
had made shift to live many years by writing novels, at the rate 
of fire pounds a volume ; but that branch of business is now 
engrossed by female authors, who pubUah merely for the propa- 
gation of virtue, with ed much ease, and spirit, and delicacy, and 
knowledge of the human heart, and all in the Eerene tranqullUQr 
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medieal writer, poet, pamphleteer. He had fonght 
endleaa liteniy l«ttleR ; and braved and wielded for 
yean the cudgels of controversy. It was a hard and 
savage fight in those days, and a niggard pay. He 
was oppreaaed by illneas, age, narrow fortune ; hut 
his spirit was still resolute, and his courage steady ; 
the battle over, he conld do justice to the enemy 
with whom he had been so fiercely engaged, and 
give a not onfiriendly grasp to the hand that had 
mauled him. He is like one of those Scotch cadets. 



of higli life, tbat the tetAti ii not oa^ enohanted ^>f Uidr ganitu, 
but reformed bj theii monJitj. 

" After dinner, ve adjaaraed into tlit girdan, vbera I obserred 

Mr. S giTe a short KjareM audience to every individnal in a 

email lemote fllbert-wal^ from whence most of them dropped off 
one eSet another, without fiuther ceiemony." 

SmoUett's houK wa< in Lawreaoe-laDB, Chsliea, and fi now 
dettroyed. See Handbook <ff Lcatdtm, p. IIS. 

" The petEon of Smollett wu eminently handsome, hia feature* 
prepaiseiaiiig, and, by the joint testimony of all hit anrTiTing 
friendi, bii conreraation, in the bigheit d^iree, iniDnctiTa and 
amusing. Of tiii diipodtion, thoM who hare read hit works 
(and who haa not ?] may fbnn a very acoural« eitimate ; for in 
each of tbem he hoi preiented, and aometimea, nnder rarioua 
points of TJev, the leading featnrei of hia own cbancter mthont 

dlBguiaing the moat imiaTourable of Ihem When un- 

seduced by bii satirical pTopcniltiei, he was kind, generooa, and 
humane to other* i bold, upright, and independent in iiia own 
character ) stooped to no patron, sued for no AiTonr, bi)t honeatly 
and hononiably maintained himielf on hii literary labonn, .... 
He woi a doating &ther, and an affectioDate haibandj and the 
warm leal with which hia memory waa cherished by hia iniTiTing 
fi!ieadi, showed cleai'ly the reliance which they plaeed upon hit 
regaid."— Sia Wjllibb Scott. 
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of whom history gives os so mBny examples, and 
whom, with a national fidelity, tho great Scotch 
novehst has painted so charmingly. Of gentle hirth' 
and narrow meani, going oat from his northern home 

' Smcdlett of BonhiU, in DmnteMouhin, Amu, u. " a bend, 
or, between a lion rampant, ppr, holding In hu paw a banner, 

vg. and k bugle-horn, slM ppr. Crttt, on oak-tree, ppr. 

SfoUo, Virtiee," 

SmoUetf • father, ArohiboU, woi the fourth ion of Sir James 
Smollett of BonMll, a Scotch judge lad member of Parliament, 
and one of the commisdoneti for thuning the Union wltti England. 
Archibald maiTied, withont the tJd gentlemon'i oonieut, and 
died early, leaving hii ohildren dependent on their grandfather. 
Tobloa, the lecond aon, wo* born in 17ai, in the old hon*e of 
Dalqoham in the Tolle; of Leren i and all hii life loved and 
admired that TaUe7 and Loch Lomond bej'and oU the valley ■ and 
lakes in Gnrope. He learned the "rudimeata" at Durabarton 
Grammar- icbool, and itndied at OUugow. 

Bnt when he wai onl; eighteen, his gnmdfatber died, and left 
him withont provision (Sgnring aa the old judge in " Boderick 
Baudom " in comaqnEnce, according to Sir Walter). Tobias, 
armed with the "Begidde," a traged; — a provltiou predHl; 
■imilar to that with which Dr. Johmon hod atarted, joit before — 
came up to London. The "Begicide" came to no good, though 
at first potooiiixed tj Lord LTttelton (" one of tho«< little fellovri 
who are lometimei called great men," Smollett Mfi) ) and 
Smollett embarked oi "suigeon'i mate" on tx>Brd a line-of-battle 
■hip, and served in the Corthagena expedition, in 1T41. He left 
the service in the West Indiea, and, after residing tome Idme in 
Jamwca, retnmed to England in 174G. 

He was now luuiuceisfttl ai a physician, to begin with; pub- 
lished (be latlies, " Advice " and " Beproof " — without anj lack ; 
and (1747) married the " beautiful and accomplished Miw Lu- 
lu 1748 be brought ont his " Roderick Bandom," which at once 
made a "hit" The subsequent events of his life maj be pre- 
tfoifi, diKNiologicaUf I in a bird's-eye view :— 
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to win his fortune in the world, and to fight hie way, 
armed with conrage, hunger, and keen wits. His 
crest is a shattered oak tree, with green leaves yet 
springing firom it On his ancient coat-of-arms there 
is a lion and a horn ; this shield of his was battered 
and dinted in a hundred fights and hrawls,* throngh 
which the stoat Scotdiman bore it courageonsly. 

1750. Made a tour to Faiii, vheie tte cbietSy mote "Feregrine 
KCkle." 

1751. PuMirfied"Per^iineKckle." 

1753, Published "AdTectnrea of FerdiiiBiid Count Fathom." 

1755. Published veraion of " Don Qmiota" 

1756. Began the " Critical Keview." 
I75B. Published hii " Hietoiy of Eogliuid." 

1T63 — 1766. Ttarelling in Prance and Italy; publiAed hii 
" TraTela." 

176d. Publiehed " Adventtites of an Atom." 

1770. Set ont for Italy ; died at Leghorn 21at of Oct, 1771, in 
the fifty-first year of bis age. 

'A good apedmen of the old " slashing " style of writing is 
presented by tiie psjagr^th on Admiral Knowlcs, which subjected 
Bmollett to prosecution and impriaonmeDt. The admiral's defence 
on the occasion of the MInre of the Rochfort expedition came to 
be examined before the tribunal of the "Critical lievieir." 

"He is," said onr author, "an admirftl without conduct, an 
en^eer without knowledge, an offlcer without resolution, and a 
mpn without veracity 1 " 

Three months' imprisonment in the King's Bench avenged this 
stinging paragraph. 

Bnt the " Critical " was to Smollett a perpetual fbuntaln of 
" hot water." Among less important controTersies may be men- 
tioned that with Grainger, the translator of " TiboUns," Grainger 
replied in a pamphlet ; and ia the next number of the " Beview ** 
we find him threatened with "castigation," as an "owl that baa 
broken flwm his mew I" 

In Dr. Uoore's blognphy <^ him ii a plentant anecdote. After 



h Google 



BOQABTH, 8H0II.EIT, iXI> nELDIHG. 2S5 

You see somehow that he. is a gentleman, through 
all hia battling and straggling, hia poverty, his hard- 
fought successes, and his defeats. His novels are 
recollectioiis of his own adventures ; his characters 
drawn, as I should think, from personages with 
whom he hecame acquainted in his own career of 
life. Strange companions he moat have had ; queer 
acquaintances he made in the Glasgow Collie— in 
the coontry apothecary's shop;. in the gun-room of 
the man-of-war where he served as surgeon, and in 
the hard life on shore, where the sturdy adventurer 
struggled for fortune. He did not iiivBnt jpncj]}, ffi 
I fancy, hut had the keenest perceptive faculty, and, 
d^cribed what he saw with wonderful relish and 

publishing the "Don Qoiiote," he retomed to ScotLmd to pay a 
Tisit to hia mother : — 

" On BinoUett'i arrira], he was introduced to hii mothei with 
the cotiiuvaticc of Mn. TeUer (her daughter), aa a gentleman bom 
the West Indies, who was intimately acqoainted with her son. 
The better to support hie ssiumed character, he endeavoured to 
preserve a lerions coimtenaDce. approaching to a tiowa ; bnt 
while liis mother's eyes were meted oa his conntenance, he could 
not refrain &om amiling : she immediately sprung from her chair, 
and throwing her arms round his neck, exclaimed, ' Ah, my son ! 
my son 1 I hare ibund you at last I ' 

" She aftcrwarda told bim, that if he had kept bis austere looks 
and coatinned to gloom, be might have escaped detection some 
time longer, but 'your old roguish smile,' added she, 'betrayed 

" Shortly after the publication of ' The Adventures of an Atom,' 
disease again attacked Smollett with redoubled violence. Attempts 
being vainly made to obtain for bim the office of Consul in some 
part of the UcUiterranean, he was compelled to seek a wanner 
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delightfiil (broad , hnmonr^ I think Uncle Bowlingi 
in "Koderick Random," ia ss good a character rs 
Squire Weetom himself; and Mr. Morgan, th« Welsh 
apothecary, ii aa pleasant as Dr. Cdus. What man 
who haa made his iaestimable acquaintance — what 
novel reader who loves Don Quixote and Major 
Dalgetty— will refiue his most cordial acknowledge 
ments to the admirable lieutenant Lismahago. The 
novel of " Hmnphrey Clinker " ii, I do think, the 
moat laughable story that has ever been written since 
the goodly art of novel-writing began, Wini&ed 
Jenkina and Tabitha Bramble miut keep EngliahmMi 
on the grin for ages yet to come ; and in their letters 
and the story of their loves there is a perpetual 
fotmt of sparkling laughter, as inexhaustible as 
Bladud'a well. 

FiBLVlHC), too, bai described, though widi a greater 
handj the characters and scenes which he knew 
and saw. He had more than ordinary opportumtiea 
for becoming acquainted with life. His family and 

climate, wifliout better mean* of proTidoii than hit own precuiona 
flnances could tOard. Tbe kuidDeii of hii diitingnlBhed Mend 
and conntTTmtra, Dr. Aniurtrong (then abroad), procured fl>r Dr. 
and Mm. Smollett a house at Monte Nero, a village eltoated on 
tbe aide of a mountain oieriooking the a^ In the ne)ghl»ourhaod 
d Ijeghom, a romantic and lahitarT' abode, where be prepared tar 
tbe pren, the last, and like miulc ' nreeteit In the cIok,' ttio 
moat pleaaii^ of hit comporitioni, ■ Hie Expedition of BnmphreT' 
CUnker.' Thii dellghtflil work waa pn1)li«hed in 1771."— fia 
Walxhb Soon, 

LJnniprh.GoOglc 



edacation, first — his ibrtones and miribrtanes after- 
wards, brought him into tha society of erecy ranlc 
^d conditio!} of man. He is himself the hero of 
hia books : he is wild Tom Jonm, be is wild Captain , 
Booth, less wild, I un glad to think, than his prede- 
cessor, at least heutily conscious of demerit, and 
anxious to amend. 

When Fielding first came upon the town in 1737, 
the recollection of the great wits was still fresh in 
the coffee-honses and assemblies, and the jadges 
there declared that yoong Harry Finding had more 
spirits and wit than Congrere or any of his brilliant 
successors. His figore was tall and stalwart ; his face 
handsome, manly, and noble-looking ; to the very last 
days of his liib he retained a grandeur of air, and, 
althongh worn down by disease, his aspect and presence 
imposed respect npon the people round about faim. 

A dispnte took place between Mr. Fielding and 
the captain* of the ship in which he was making his 

■ The ^jpnto witli tl)e captein uvm from the with of tli*t 
fonntlonvy to intinda on liii light to hii otdii, for which ha bad 
pud thirtj ponnd*. After recountmir tha dronitifUnoai if the 
Apology, he chaMCteriiticoUj oddi i — 

" And hate, that I maj not be thought the tfy tnunpeter of idt- 
own praliea, I do otterlj diaelaira all piaiae on the oocaakm. 
Neither did the greatneaa of mj mlad dictate, nor tha foioe of 
uj; Chiiatianitr exact tlUa forgireneai. To ipeak trath, I foigare 
him &om a motiTe which would make man miiah more tbrgiriug, 
if thef were mnch wioer than thej are g becauw It wat conrenlent 
for me «o to do." 
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last voyage and Fielding relates bow the man finally 
went down on hia knees and begged Kis passenger's 
pardon. He was living up to the last days of his 
life, and his spirit never gave in. His vital power 
most have been immensely strong. Lady Mary 
Wortley Montagu' prettily characterises Fielding 
and this capacity for happiness which he possessed, 
in a little notice of his death, when she compares him 
to Steele, who was as improvident and as happy as 
he was, and says that both should have gone on 



' Lady Maiy was tiis second cousin — tbeir Tespective grand- 
tiXkert being sons of George Fielding, Earl of Desmond, son of 
WilUam, Eari of Denbigh, 
In ft letter dated jnat a ireek before bii death, sbe mye — 
" H. Fielding haa given a tme pictnre of himself and his first 
wife in the characters of Mr. and Mn. Booth, eome complimeits 
to his own flgnre excepted ; and I am perenaded, acreral of the 
incidents he mentions are real matters of ttxt. I vonder he does 

not perc^ve Tont Jonet and Mr. Booth ore sorrj ecoaadrela 

FieldlDg has retily a Aind of tme hmnonr, and was to be pitied 
at his fint entrance into the world, having no choice, as he aud 
himself^ but to be a hachney writer or a hackncj coachman. His 
genius deserved a better fate ; hut I cannot help blaming that 
continned indiscretion, to pve It the softest name, that has mn 

throng his life, and I am a&aid atill remains Since I 

wu born no original has appeared excepting Congreve, and 
Fielding, who would, I believe, have i^proached nearer to his 
excellendea, if not forced by his necessities to pnblish witboot 
correction, and throw many prodnctions into the world he wonid 
have thrown into the fire, if meat coold have been got without 

money, or money without scribbling. I am sorry not to 

see anymore of Peregrine Pickle's performances ; I wish you would 
tell me his name."— X«(ter« and TToris, (Lord WharncliOfe'a £d.), 
vol, ilL p. 93, 94. 
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living for ever. One can fancy the eagerness and 
goBto with which a man of Fielding's frame, with 
his vast health and robust appetite, his_ ardent spiritSj 
big joy fiil biunonr, and his keen and hearty relish 
for life, most have seized and drunk that^cup of 
_£leastire which the town ofiered to him. Can any 
pf my hearers remember the youthfiil feats of a 
college breakfast — the meats devonred and the cups 
qnaffed in that Homeric feast? I can call to mind 
some of the heroes of those yonthfal banqnets, and 
fancy yonng Fielding from Leyden rushing upoa 
the feast, with his great laugh and immense healthy 
young appetite, eager and vigorous to enjoy. The 
young man's wit and manners made him fiiends 
everywhere : he lived with the grand Man's society 
of those days ; he was conrted by peers and men of 
wealth and fashion. As he had a paternal allowance 
from his father. General Fielding, which, to nse 
Henry's own phrase, any man might pay who 
would; as he lik^d good wine, good clothes, and 
good company, which are all expensive articles to 
purchase, Harry Fielding began to run into debt, 
and borrow money in that easy manner in which 
Captain Booth borrows money in the novel : was in 
nowise particular in accepting a few pieces from the 
purses of his rich friends, and bore down upon more 
than one of them, as Walpole tells us only too truly, 
for a dinner or a guinea. To supply himself with 
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the latter, he began to vrite theatrical pieces, 
having already, no doubt, a considerable acqaaiot- 
ance amongst the Oldfields and Bracegirdlra behind 
the scenra. He laughed at these pieces and icomed 
them. When the audience upon one occaEion began 
to hiss a scene which he was too lazy to correct, and 
regarding which, when Garrick remonstrated with 
him, he smd that the public was too stupid to find 
out the badness of his work; — when the audience 
began to hiss, Fielding said, with characteristic cool- 
] ness — " They have found it out, have they ? " He 
j did not prepare his novels in this way, and with a 
very different care and interest laid the foondations 
I and built up the edifices of his future fame. 

Time and shower have very little damaged those. 
The fashion and ornaments are, perhaps, of the 
architecture of that age ; but the buildings remain 
strong and lofly, and of admirable proportioa&— 
masterpieces of genius and monuments of workman- 
like skiU. 

I cannot offer or hope to make a hero of Harry 
Fielding. Why hide his faults ? Why conceal has 
weaknesses in a cloud of periphrases? Why not 
show him, like him as he is, not robed in a marble 
toga, and draped and polished in a heroic attitude, 
but with inked ruffes, and claret stfuns on his 
tarnished laced coat, and on his manly face the 
marks of good fellowship, of illness, of kindness, 
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of care, and wine. Stained as yon see him, and 
worn by care and dissipatioTi, that man retains some 
of the most precious and splendid human qucdities 
and endowmenta. He has an admirable natural 
Isie^pf troth] the keenest instinctiye antipathy to 
l^:pociiB7, the happiest satirical gift of laagbing it 
to .scorn. HiB_mt is-wondeifiilly wise and detecttToJl' 
jt. fl^hflW npoD a Togcie and lightens up a rascal lite , 
a policeman's lantern. He is one of the manliest 
and kindliest of homan beings : in the midst of all 
his imperfections, he respects female innocence and 
infantine tenderness, as you would suppose such a 
great-hearted, conrageons sotd wonld respect and 
care for them. He coold not be ao brave, generous, 
tmtb-telling aa he is, were he not infinitely merciful, 
pitiful, and tender. He will give any man his purse 
— he can't help kindness and profusion. He may 
h^ve low tastes, but not a mean mind ; ha admires 
with all his heart good and virtaous men, stoops to 
no fiattery, bears no rancour, disdains all disloyal 
arts, does his public duty uprightly, is fondly loved 
by his &mily, and dies at bis work.^ 

If that theory be — and I have no doubt it is — the 
right and safe one, that human nature is always 
pleased with the spectacle of innocence rescued by 

■ He aailei for IJabon, tnmt OraTeieiicI, on Studay moining, 
June 80th, 17B4 1 and hegwi " Tha Jonnisl of « Voytgo " dnriiiK 
tlie paaaage; He died at liiboo, in the b^iniuDg of October of 



h. Google 



272 EHCOiSH HDHOttaiais. 

fideli ty, purity, and c oprage ; I suppose that of tihe 
heroes of Fielding's three novels, we should like 
honest Joseph Andrews the best, and Captain Booth 
the second, and Tom Jones the third.^ 

Joseph Andrews, though he wears Lady Booby's 
castroff livery, is, I think, to the full as polite as 
Tom Jones in his fustian-suit, or Captain Booth in 
regimentals. He has, like those heroes, large calv^ 
broad shoulders, a high courage, and a handsome 
face. The accounts of Joseph's bravery and good 
qualities; his voice, too musical to halloo to the 
dogs ; his bravery in riding races for the gentlem^ 
of the county, and his constancy in refosing bribes 
and temptation, have something afiecting in tiietr 
nalveU and freshness, and prepossess one in favour 
of that handsome young hero. The rustic bloom of 
Fanny, and the delightfiil simplicity of Parscm 
Adams are described witli a friendliness which wins 
the reader of their story ; we part with them with 
more regret than &om Booth and Jones. 

Fielding, no doubt, began to write this novel in 



the Htme jear. He lies buried there, in the Engliah Frotettant 
dmrchyard, near the Estrella Chorcb, with thig inscription over 



' Yielding himself is ssjd by Dr. Warton b 
* Joseph Andrews " to his other writings. 
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ridicule of " Pamela," for which work one can under- 
hand the hearty contempt and antipathy which snch 
aa athletic and boisterous genius as Fielding's must 
hive entertained. He couldn't do otherwise than 
laigh al the puny cockney bookseller, pouring out 
endless volumes of s^itimental twaddle, and hold 
him tip to scorn as a moll-coddle and a milksop. Bia 
geniw bad been nursed on sack-posset, and not on 
dishes of tea. Mis muse bad sung the loudest in 
tavern choruses, had seen the daylight streaming in 
over thousands of emptied bowls, and reded home 
to chambers on the Moulders of ihe watchman. 
Richardson's goddess was attended by old maids and 
dowagers, and fed on muffins and bobea. "Milksop!" 
roars Harry Fielding, clattering at the timid shop- 
shutters. " Wretch ! Monster ! Mohock 1" shrieks the 
Ecntimental author of " Pamela ; " ^ and all the ladies 
of his court cackle out an a£&ighted chorus. Fielding 
proposes to write a book in ridicule of the author, 
whom he disliked and utterly scorned and laughed 

■ " Rlch&rdBOD," sajs irarthj Mrs. BirbaiUd, ia her Memoir of 
him, preflied t* hu Correspondence, " was exceedingly hart at 
this ('Joseph Andrews'), the more so as they had been on good 
tenoi, and he was very iutunate with Fielding's two sisters. He 
never appears cordially to hare forgiven it (perhaps it was not in 
human nature he should), and he slirays speaks in his letters 
with a great deal of asperity of ' Tom Jones,' more indeed than 
was quite graceful in a rival antbor. No doubt he himself thought 
his indignation was solely excit«d by tlie loose morality of the 
work and of its author, bat he could tolerate C^bet." 
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ftt; Imt he is himielf of so generonB, jovial, an4 
kindly a turn that he h^ins to liko the characten 
irhich he inventt, can't help making them maidy 
and pleasant as veil as ridicnlona, and before he 
haa done with them all loves them heartilj every 
one. 

Bichardaon's sickeniiig antipathy for Harry Fielding 
is qoite as natural as the odier's laughter and con- 
tempt at the sentimentalist. I have not learned that 
these likings and dialikings have ceased in the present 
day: and every author mutt lay his account not 
only to misrepresentaUon but to honest enmi^ 
among critics, and to boiog hated and abused for 
good as well as tor bad reasons. Richardson dis- 
liked Fielding's works quite honestly: Walpole quite 
honestly spoke of them as vulgar and stupid. Their 
squeamish stomachs sickened at the rough fare and 
the roogh gnasts assembled at Fielding's jolly revel. 
Indeed the cloth might have been cleaner: and the 
dinner and the company, were scarce such as gnit ed 
a dandy. The kind and wise old Johnson- would 
not sit down with him.^ But a greater scholar than 
(Toluison conld afford to admire that astonishing genius 



' It mmt alwsjn be borne in mind, that beiMm that the Doctor 
oonldn't be expected to like Fiel<llii^* wild life (to 107 nothing: itf 
the &ct, tliU thej were of oppoiite sides In politics), Kchaidirai 
mu one ct hi* etriieat and ktndest frieodi. Yet JohnMm too (ms 
Boewell tdls lu) read *' Amelik" through without " itopping." 
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o( Harry Fielding : and we all know the lo% pane- 
gyric ■winch Gibbon wrote of him, and which remains 
Atowering monnment to the great norelisf s memory. 
"Onr immortal Fielding," Gibbon writes, "was of 
tha younger branch of the Earls of Denbigh, who 
drew their origin from the Conntai of Hapsborgh. 
The BOccessorB of Charles V. may disdain their 
brethren of Sngland : bat the romance of ' Tom 
Jones,' that exquisite picture of hnman manners, 
will oatlive the palace of the Escnrial and the Im- 
perial Eagle of Anstria." 

There can be no gainsaying the sentence of lliis 
great jndge. To have yonr name mentioned by 
Gibbon, is like having it written on the dome of 
St Peter's. Pilgrims from all the world admire and 
behold it. 

Aa a picture of manners, the novel of " Tom 
Jones " ia indeed exquisite : as a work of construction 
quite a wonder : the hy-play of wisdom ; the power 
of observation ; tbe mnltipligd felicitons turns and 
thoughts; the varied character of the great Comic 
Epic ; keep the reader in a perpetual admiration and 
curiosity.' Bat against Mr. Thomas Jones himself 

■ " Kbimeri diange from g«nerstiaii to- generatioD, and with 
nuniieri moroli appear to change — actoolly change with aome, bat 
appeartochuigewltlifminit theabaDdcmed. A fomig man of the 
present iay who ahould act as Tom Jones U inppoied to sot at 
Upton, with Lad; Bellaiton, &c., would not be a Tom JooM) 
tM a Ton) Jonea of the present da^, withont perhaps btiag in 
T» 

l:,,,-,-,.. i.GtHll^lc 
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we have a rigbt to put in a protest, and quarrel tvith 
the ^taem the author evideatlj' has for that character, 
Charles Lamb saja finely of Jones, that a single 
hearty laugh from him " clears the air " — bat then 
it is in a certain state of the atmosphere. It might 
clear the air when such personages as Blifil or Lady 
Bellaston poison it. But I fear very much that 
(except until the very last scene of the story), when 
Mr. Jones enters Sophia's drawing-room, the pure 
air there is rather tainted with the young gentleman's 
tobacco-pipe and pnnch. I can't say that I think 
Mr. Jones a virtnons character ; I can't say but that 
I think Fielding's evident liking and admiration for 
*Mr. Jones, shows that the great humoiurist's moral 
sense was blunted by his life, and that here in Art 
and Ethics, there is a great error. If it is right 
' to have a hero whom we may admire, let ns at least 
take care that he is admirable : if, as is the plan of 

the ground a better man, would hare perished rather than Enbmit 
to be kept hy $, harridan of fortune. Therefora, this uorel is, 
aud indeed, pretands to be, no ezuuple of condnct. Bnt, not- 
witlutanding all this, I do lostlie the cant idiich can reconunend 
"Pamela" and "ClaTiBsa Harlowe" as strictly moral, althODgh 
they poison the imagination of the young with continned doaes ot 
tinct. lytta, while Tom JoneB is prohibited as looie. I do not speak 
of yonng women ; but a young man whose heart or feelings can 
be injured, or eren his passions excited by this novel, is already 
thoroughly coimpt. There is a cbceriU, sunshiny, breezy apiritv 
that prevails ereiywhere, strongly controlled with tbe close, ho^ 
day-dreamy continuity of Richardson." — Colsbidob, Litaary 
~ ^ T<^ ii. p. 374. 
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some authors (a plan decidedly against their interests, 
^e it said), it is propoimded that there exists in life 
do BQcb being, and therefore that in novels, the 
pfctare of life, there should appear no such character; 
then Mr. Thomas Jones becomes an admissible person, 
and we examine his defects and good qualities, as we 
do those of Parson Thwackara, or Miss Seagrim. 
Bnt a hero with a flawed reputation ; a hero spnnging 
for a gninea ; a hero who can't pay bis landlady, and 
ii^obliged to let his honour out to hire, is absord, 
Mid his claim to heroic rank untenable. I protest 
agMUst Mr. Thomas Jones holding such rank at all. 
I protest even agfunst his being considered a more 
than jirdinarg i young fellow, mddy-cheeked, broad- 
shouldered, and fond of wine and pleasure. He 
would not rob a church, but that is all ; and a pretty 
long argument may be debated, as to which of these 
old types, fie spendthrift, the hypocrite, Jones and 
Blifil, Charles and Joseph Surface, — is, tiie worst 
member of society and the most deserving of censure. 
The prodigal Captain Booth is a better man than 
his predecessor Mr. Jones, in so far as he thinks 
mnch more humbly of himself than Jones did : goes 
down on his knees, and owns his weaknesses, and 
cries out " Not for my sake, but for the sake of my 
pure and sweet and beautiful wife Amelia, I pray 
you, O critical reader, to forgive me." That stem 
moralist regards him from the bench (the judge's 
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practice out of court is not here the ctnesiiDii), and 
says, " Captain Booth, it ia peo^ecUy tree that your 
life has been disreputable, and that on many occaaions 
yoa hare shown yourself to be no better than a 
scamp— 70U hare been tipjding at the tarem, whoi 
the kindest and sweetest lady in the world haa 
cooked your little supper of boiled mutton and 
awaited you all the night ; you hare spoilt the litde 
dish of boiled mutton thereby, and caused pangs 
and piuns to Amelia's tender heart' You hare 

' "Nor WM ihe (Lady Mary Wortley Mmtagti) a tbtaget to 
tliat beloTed first wife, whoea pictore be drew in hU 'Amelia,' 
when, sa she s^d, even the glowing Itagtage he knew how to 
employ, did not do mon than jnitlae to the amiable ([nalldH of 
the anginal, or to her beauty, altbon^ thi* had ra&red a tittle 
from the acddent related In the ooTel — a &ightM oTertnrn, which 
destroyed the gristle of her note. E« lored her psMioDaidy, and 
the returned his auction 

" His biographers seem to have been shy of disclosing that after 
the death ot this chsmjlng woman, he married her maid. And 
yet the act wai not lo diicreditable to his character as it may 
sonnd. The mud had few personal charms, bat was an excellent 
creature, devotedly attached to her mistreas, and almost btoken- 
hearted for her iMi. In tbe first agonlei of his own grie^ wtdcb 
approached to frenzy, be fbond so relief but &om weeping along 
with her ; nor solace when a degree calmer, but in talking to her 
of tbe angel they mutnally legretled. This made hoi his habitual 
confidential associate, and in process of time he began to think he 
could not give his children a tenderer mother, or secure fbr Mmtflt 
a more MtbAil housekeeper and nurse. At leaat, this was what 
he told his Mends ; and it li certain that her conduct as bis wifa 
confirmed it, and folly justified fals good opiuioni" — Letters tad 
Worb qf Lady Mary Wortity Mottlagu. Edited hf Lord Wluun- 
cUBb. IntrodiKlors Antcdatti, vol. 1. p. SO, 81, 
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got into debt without the means of paying it. You 
have gambled the money with which you ought 
to have paid your rent. Yon have Bpent in drink 
or in wone amusements the lums which your 
poor wifie hax raised upon her Ittde home treasures, 
her own ornaments, and the toys of her children. 
But, you rascal 1 you own hnmHy that yon are \ 
no better than you should be ; you never for 1 
one moment pretend that yon are anything bnt a 
miserable weak-minded rogue. Yon do in your heart 
adore that angelio woman, your wife, and for her 
sake, sirrah, you shall have your discharge. Lncky 
for you and for others like you, that in spite of jovt 
failings and imperfections, pure hearts pity and love 
yon. for your wife's sake you are permitted to go 
hence without a remand ; and I beg yon, by the way, 
to carry to that angelical lady the expression of the 
cordial respect and admiration of this court." Amelia 
pleads for her husband W0 Booth: Amelia pleads 
for }ier reckless kindly old father, Harry Fiehling. To 
have invented that character, is not only a triumph of 
art bnt itis a good action. They sayit wasinhisown 

TMdiiig'B flnt vl& «m Miii Craddock, a romv 1^7 '"»» 
SaUibary, with a Ibrtwie of 1,5002;, irhom he nuuried in 1736. 

About the ume time he succeeded, himself, to on estate of iOOt. 
per uiDaiii, and on the joint amoimt tie lived for Mine time wa 
•plendid coimtr; gentlenum in Derbyshire. Three jears brought 
him to the end of his fortune ; when he returned to London, and 
beeama a Mndent of lair. 
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home tiiat Fielding knew faer and lov ed her: and from 
hia own wife that he drew the most charmiiig cha- 
racter in English fiction — Fiction! whyfictioo? why 
not history? I know Amelia just as well as Lady 
Mary Wortley Montago. I believe in Colonel Bath 
almost as mnch as in Colonel Gardiner or the Dake 
of Ctunberland. I admire the anthor of "Amelia," 
and thank the kind master who introduced me to 
that sweet and delightful companion and frigid. 
Amelia perhaps is not a better story than "Tom 
Jones," but it has the better ethics; the prodigal 
repents at least, before forgiveness, — ^whereas that 
odius broad-backed Mr. Jones, carries off his beau^ 
with scarce an interval of remorse for his manifold 
errors and shortHComings ; and is not half punished 
enough before the great prize of fortune and love 
falls to his share. I am angry with Jones. Too 
much of the plum-cake and rewards of life &11 to 
that boisterous, swaggering young scap^race. Sophia 
actually surrenders without a proper sense of decorum ; 
the fond, foolish, palpitating little creature, — "Indeed, 
Mr. Jones," she says, — " it rests with you to appoint 
the day." I suppose Sophia is drawn from life as 
well as Amelia ; and many a young fellow, no better 
than Mr. Thomas Jones, has carried by a coup de 
main the heart of many a kind girl who was a great 
deal too good for him. 
' What a wonderful art I What an admirable gift 
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of nature, was it by wliich the an&or of these tales 
was endowed, and which enaUed him to fix onr 
interest, to waken oar sympathy, to seize upon our 
credulity, so that w6 believe in his people — speculate 
gravely upon their faults or their excellencies, prefer 
this one or that, deplore Jones's fondness for drink 
and play. Booth's fondness for play and drink, and 
the unfortunate position of the wives of both geude- 
men — love and admire those ladles with all our 
hearts, and talk about them as faithfully as if we had 
breakfasted with them this morning in their actual 
drawing-rooms, or shonld meet them this afternoon 
in the Park f What a genius I what a vigour ! what 
a bright-eyed intelligence and observation I what a 
wholesome hatred for meanness and knavery I what 
a vast sympathy 1 what a cheerfulness I what a manly 
relish of life I what a love of human kind ! what a 
poet is here ! — watching, meditating, brooding, creat- 
ing 1 What multitudes of truths lias that man left 
behind him ! What generations Jie has taught to 
laugh wisely and fairly! What scholars he has 
formed and accustomed to the exercise of thoughts 
ful humour and the manly play of wit t What a 
courage he had I* What a dauntless and constant 

' In tbe " Gentlenuui's M^wdne" for 1786, on anecdote U 
related of Hbjt; Helding, " ia whom," taya tbe correapondent, 
"good-nature and philanthropj in their extreme degree were 
known to be thepTominentfeirtuies." ItKemaOutt "Kimepaio- 
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cheerfolnwa of intellect, that burned bright and 
steady throtigh all tbe etorma of his life, and nerer 
deserted its last wreck I It ia wooderfiil to tbink of 
the pains and nasetj which the man snffered; the 
pressure of want, ilhieaa, remorse which he endured; 
and that the writer was neither malignant nor melan- 
choly, hia view of truth never warped, and his 
generous human kindness never Surrendered.* 

dual taxes " for Mb boiue in Beaufort Bnildinga had long Tieea 
demaocled bj' the collector, " At last, Hanr went off to Johnson, 
and obtaiood by a piooeM of literarj mottgaga tht DMdtiil •am. 
He waB returning with it, when he met an old college chum whom 
he hod not seen for many years. He uked the chum to dtnner 
with him at a urighboniiug taTem; and learning that he waa 
in difflcultiet, emptied the contents of his pocket into hi*. On 
retaining home he was informed that the collector bad been twice 
for Qte mooey. ' fricndihlp ba« called Ibr the money and had tt,' 
•aid ridding, ' let the collector call afcaln.' " 

It ia elsewhere 1<ild of him, that being in company wiA the Barl 
of Denbigh, hii kinitnan, and the coQTerBatioa tnrnlag utKoi Ouit 
relationship, the Borl aaked him how ic waa that he spelled hit 
name "Fielding," and not "Fellding," like the head of thehonte? 
" I cannot tell, my lord," «ud he, " except h be that my bwich 
of the &mily were the flrtt that knew how to tpelL" 

' In 1749, he was made Justice of the Peace for Weatminster 
and Hiddleaex, an office then ptdd by fees, and rery laboikiaa, 
without being puticularly repntable. It may be seoi from hii 
own words, in the Introdnction bi the " Voyage," what kind <tf 
work derolved npon him, and in what a state he was, durtng 
tbeie last yeara) and atlU more clearly, how he comported himself 
through all. 

" Whilst I waa preparing for my journey, and when I was almost 
fatjgned to death with aereral long eiamlnationB, relating to fire 
dlDferent murders, all committed within the space of a week, liy 
different gangs of street-robbers, I recdred a mesaage fioot hia 
Grace the Duke <tf Newcastle, by JSt, CurlngtOD, the King's 
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In the quarrel mentiotied before, which happened 
on Fielding's last voyage to Lisbon, and when the 

DMHencer, lo stteod hii Gnee the next momiug in lincoln** Inn 
Fiddji, upon some bnameas of impoiUnce; but I excused myself 
from complTing with the mesB^e, sa, besides being lame, I «u 
11 with the gMt &tignei I had laUiljr undergone, added to 



" His Grace, however, sent Mr. CBrrington the very next morn- 
ing, vith another sommons; with which, thoogh in the utmoit 
distress, I immediately compliedg but the Diike happening, onfbi- 
tonatclf for me, to be then particularly engaged, after I had 
wailed some time, lent a gentlenuut to di*course with me on the 
belt plan wtiich could be iarented fiir tbeae murders and rob- 
beries, which were ereiy day ciHnmitted in the streets ; upon 
which I pTomised to transmit my opinion in writing to his Grace, 
who, as the gentleman informfd me, intended to l^r it before the 
Privy CoundL 

" Though this visit cost me a severe cold, I, notwithstanding, 
set myself down to work, and In about four days sent the Dufce a* 
regular a plan as I could form, with all the reosous and argu- 
ment* I could bring to support it^ drawn out on several ibeeU of 
paperi and looa received a message from the Buks, by Mr. Car- 
ringlou, acquajnldng me that my plan was highly approved o^ and 
that all the terms of it would be complied with. 

" The principal and moat material of these tenns wai the imm»- 
diately depositing 6002. in my bandit at which small charge I 
nndertoolE to demoUih the then reigning gangi, and to put the 
civil poUey Into inch order, that no such gangs should ever be 
able for the future, to form themselves into bodies, or at least to 
remain any time formidable to the public 

" I had delayed my Bath journey tot tame time, contrary io tiie 
npeated advice of my physioal aoquaiotonces, and the ardent 
dealm of my warmett fMendi, though my distemper was now 
turned to a de^ jaundice; in which case the Bath waters ore 
generally repntAd to be almost in&Uible. But I had the most 
eager desire to demoUsh this gang of villains and cut-throats. 

"AAer loino Te«kB the mooey was paid at the Treaisiy, and 
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stout captain of tlie ship fell down on his knees and 
asked the sick man's pardon — " I did not auflFer," 
Fielding says, in his hearty, manly way, his eyes 
lighting np as it were with their old fire — " I did not 
sufi'er a brave man and an old man to remain a mo- 
ment in that posture, bat immediately forgave him." 
Indeed, I think, with bis noble spirit and uncon- 
qnerable generosity, Yielding reminds one of those 
brave men of whom one reads in stories of English 
shipwrecks and disasters — of the officer on the African 
shore, when disease has destroyed the crew, and he 
himself is seized by fever, who throws the lead with 
a death-stricken hand, takes the soundings, carries 
the ship out of the river or off the dangerous coast, 
and dies in the manly endeavour — of the wounded 
captain, when the vessel founders, who never loses 
his heart, who eyes the danger steadily, and has a 



ivittlin a iew Aa.ys, after 2001. of it had come into my lumdf, tbe 
vhole gang of cot-throats was entirely dispeised." ~ . , . . 

Further oo, he mjs — 

" I will confess that my private aSaira at the beginning of the 
winter had bnt a gloomy aspect; fbr I had not plundered the 
public or the poor of those sums which men, who are always 
ready to plunder-both as nach as tiiicy can, hare been pleased to 
suspect me of taking; on the contrsry, by composing, instead of 
inflanung, the quarrels of porters and beggars (which I blush 
when I say hath not been unirersslly practised), and by lefowng 
to take a shilling &om a man who moat undoubtedly would not 
have had another left, I bad reduced an income of about SOCUL, & 
year of the dirtiest money upon earth, to little more than 300^, ft 
considerable portion of which remained with my cleik." 
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cheery word for all, until the inevitable fate oveiv 
whelms Um, and the gallant ships goes down. Such 
a brave and gentle heart, such an intrepid and 
courageous spirit, I love to recognise in the manly, 
the English Hairy Fielding. 
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STEBNE AND GOU)SMrrE. 

BoQBS Stebne, Sterne's father, waa the second son 
of a ntimerons race, descendants of Richard Sterne, 
Archbishop of York, in the reign of James IL; and 
children of Simon Ste^e and Mary Jacques, his 
wife, heiress of Elvington, near Tork.^ Roger was 
a lieutenant in Handiaide's regiments, and engaged 
in Flanders in Qneen Anne's wars. He married 
the daughter of a noted suttler, " N.B., he was in 
debt to him," his son writes, pursuing the paternal 
biography, and marched tbrongh the world with this 
companion, following the regiment and bringing many 
children to poor Roger Sterne. The captain was 
an irascible but kind and simple little man, Sterne 
says, and informs ns that his sire was ran through 
the body at Gibraltar, by a brother officer, in a duel, 
which arose out of a dispute about a goose. Roger 

' HecttmeofaSnffolk&mily— one of whom settled in Netting- 
bamshiie. The&UDOos "Btatling" waa actiuUjr tbe faaaiy ciest. 
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never entirely recorered from the effects of this 
rencontre, bnt died presently at Jamaica, whither 
he had followed the drum. 

Lawrence, his second child, was home at Clonmel, 
in Ireland, in 1713, and travelled for the first ten 
years of his life, on his father's march, from barrack 
to transport, from Ireland to Ungland.* 

One relative of his mother's took her and her 
family under shelter for ten months at MuUingar: 
another collateral descendant of the Archbishop's 
housed them for a year at his castle near Carrick- 
fei^s. Larry Sterne was put to school at Halifax 
in England, finally was adopted by his kinsman of 
Elvington, and parted company with his £tther, the 
Captain, who marched on his path of life till he met 
the fatal goose, which closed his career. The most 
picturestjue and delightful parts of Lawrence Steme'a 
writings, we owe to his recollections of the military 
life. Trim's montero cap, and Le Fevre's sword, 
and dear Uncle Toby's roqnelaure, ore doubtless 
reminiscences of the hoy, who had lived with the 
followers of William and Marlborough, and had 



' " It was In this pariah (of Animo, in Wicfclow), during our 
Btaf , that I bad that woaderftal Mcape In fitlUng through a mill- 
lace, whilit the mill vaa goiog, and of b^ng taken up unhiirt; the 
Btorjr 11 incredible, but known for truth in all that part of Ireland 
whrae hoadredi of the common people flook«d to tea me."^ 
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beat time witli his little feet to the EbTes of Hamilliea 
in Dublin barrack-yard, or played with the torn flags 
and halberds of Malplaqnet on the parade ground 
at Clonmel. 

Lawrence renuuned at Halifax school till he waa 
eighteen years old. His wit and cleverness appear 
to have acquired the respect of his master here : for 
when the nsher whipped Lawrence for writing his 
name on the newly white-washed school-room ceiling, 
the pedagogue in chief rebuked the under-strapper, 
aud BEud that the name should never be efEaced, 
for Sterne was a boy of genins, and would come 
to preferment. 

His cousin, the Squire of Elvington, SMit Sterne 
to Jesus College, Cambridge, where he remained five 
years, and taking orders, got, through his uncle's 
interest, the living of Sutton and the Prebendary of 
York. Through his wife's connections, he got the 
living of Stillington. He married her in 1741; 
having ardently courted the young lady for some 
years previously. It was not until theyonng lady 
fancied herself dying, that she made Steme acquainted 
with the extent of her liking for him. One evening 
when he was sitting with her, with an almost broken 
heart to see her so ill (the Kev. Mr. Sterne's heart 
was a good deal broken in the course of his life,) she 
said — " My dear Laurey, I never can be yours, for I 
verily believe I have not long to live, but I have left 
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you -every shiUiog of mj fortune," a generosity 
which overpowered Sterne: she recovered: and so 
they were married, and grew heartily tired of each 
other before many years were over. " Nescio quid 
est materia cum me," Steme writes to one of his 
friends (in dog-Latin, and very sad dog-Latin too), 
" Bed sum f'atigatus et fegrotus de me£L uxore plus 
qnam nnquam," which means, I am sorry to say, "I 
don't know what is the matter with me: but I am 
more tired and sick of my wife than ever." ' 

This to be sure was five-and-twenty years after 
Laurey had been overcome by her generosity and 
she by Laureys love. Then he wrote to her of the 
delights of marriage, saying — " We will be as merry 
and as innocent as our first parents in Paradise, 
before the arch fiend entered that indescribable scene. 
The kindest afiections will have room to expand in 
our retirement — let the human tempest and hurricane 
rage at a distance, the desolation is beyond the horizon 
of peace. My L. has seen a polyanthus blow in 
December? — Somp friendly wall has sheltered it 
from the biting wind — no planetary influence shall 
reach us, but that which presides and cherishes the 

' "Ify wife letome to Tonlonse, and proposes to pass tlie 
inmmer at Bignairea — I, on the cootrary, go ani rUit my wife, 
the chnrch, in Yorkshire. We all lire the looger, at least the 
happier, for having things onr o<m way j this U vaj conjugal 
inaj±n. I own 'tia not the best of maxims, but I maint^n 'tis not 
the wont."'— Sibbmb's LtUai, 3tith Jannaif, 1764. 

V 
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aweetcBt flowers. The gloomy family of care and 
distniEt shall be banished from our dwellitig, guarded 
by thy kind and tatelar deity, — wa will sing onr 
choral songs of gratitude and rejoice to the end of 
our pilgrimage. Adieu, my L. Return to one who 
languiahes for thy society I — Aa I take np my pen, 
my poor pulaa qnickena, my pale faoe glows, and 
tears are trickling down on my paper as I trace the 
word L." 

'And it is about this woman, with whom he finds 
no fanlt, but that she bores him, that our philanthro- 
pist writes, " Sum fatigatus et tcgrotus" — Sum mor~ 
taliter in <anore with somebody else I That fine flower 
of love, that polyanthus over which Sterne snivelled 
so many tears, could not last for a qnarter of a 
century I 

Or rather it oonld not be expected that a gentleman 
with such ft fountain at command, should keep It to 
arroter one homely old lady, when a score of younger 
and prettier people might ba refreshed from the same 
gnshing Bourca * It was in December, 1767, that the 

■ In a Mllsetiou of *• Seven Letten by Stent and hii friends," 
(printed Gu priTate drculation), in ISU, u k letter of M. Tollot, 
wbD woa i^ France with Stems and ivi SuaOyia UM.' Here li a 
parajtreph;— 

" Noiu arriTamef le lendemaiQ k MontpelUeiv pit noiu trouTimei 
notre ami Mr. Sterne, aa fenuoe, sa tile, Mr. Sue(, el quelquei 
qutres Anglauei; j'eui, je tqiu raTone, beaucosp d« plaiui en 
revojaat le boa «t agr^sbl? Triitiam. .,.,,, U avkit &ii 
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Ber. Lawrence Sterne, the famotiB Shandean, the 
chartning Yorick, the delight of the fashionable World, 
the deliciouB divine, for whose serraonB the whola 
polite world was sub scribing,' the occupier of 

usez longtempa i Tonloiua, oA il Be serait amus^ beui* bk tbaaae, 
qui 1q pounuiTiC partont, et qui voutoit Stre de toBt< Cei di^^ 
poaitiong daas eetW lionne dame, lui ont fait paBaef d'a«M« 
mauvais momeas ; il aapporle Ioqb tea d£aagremeni treo Que 
patleDce A'inge," 

Abont four months after this Itry characteristic letter, aterna 
wrote to the eame genileman to Whom Tullot had written | and 
from bia laltec we may extract a companion paragraph i-^ 

" All which being prBmiied, I have been for mfht 

weeki emitten with the tendereet passion that erer tender wight 
underwent. I wish, dear coniiD, thou coaldet conceive (perbapi 
thou canst without 107 wishiog it) how deliciomty I canter'd 
avaj with it the first month, two up, two down, alwaf s upon mf 
hunches, along the streetl from iDy hotel to heri) at first once — ■ 
then twice, then three time* a daj, till at length I was within 
an ace of setting up mj hobbj-horse in her stable for good and 
alL I miBht as well, considcrinf how the enemies of the Lord 
haTa blBsphemed thereapoD. The last three weeks we were eter^r 
hoar upOD the doleful dittj of purthig — and thou owjeet oonceiTC, 
dear cousin, how it altered mj gMt aod air — for I went and came 
liba any louden'd oarl, and did nothing bat jouer da nnMown* 
with her from sun-rising even to the letting of the satne; and 
now she is gone to the south of France) and to finish the com^dle, 
I felt iU, and broke a Vessel lb mj Inngt, and half bled to death.' 
Voilik mon hiatoirel " 

Whether husband or wife had moat of the "patitnee tfinjs" mlty 
be uncert^n; bat there can be ilo doubt whieh needed it most I 

' "'Tristram fibandT* is still a greater abject of admiration, 
the man as well as the book) ono is inrited to dinner, when ha 
dines, a fortnight (>efDre. Ae to the TOlumes ^et pabliahed, there 
is much good fun in thom, ilnd hamoar sometimes fait and some- 
times misaed. UaTe ;ou read his 'Sermons,' with his own 
comick figure, tcom a painUng t^ BejnDlds, at the head of titem f 
V 2 



i.Qoo^h 



292 ENGLISH HDHOIIBISTS. 

Kabelais's easy chmr, only fresh stnfifcd and more 
elegant than when in possession of the cynical old 
carate of Mendon,^ — the more than rival of the 

Tbej tire Ju tbe itjle I think most proper for the pulpit, and 
Bhow a strong imiigination and a seneilile heart ; but you see him 
often tottering on the verge of laughter, and ready to throir his 
periwig in the face of the audience" — QoAi'e Letteri, Jwte SSai^ 
1780, 

" It haviiig been obierred that there vat little liocrpitaUty in 
London — Johnion: ' Nay, tir, any man who has a name, oi who 
has the power of pleasing, will be very generally invited in 
!London. The man, Sterne, I have been told, has had engage- 
ments for three months.' Goldsmith: *And a very doU Mlow.' 
Johnson : ' Why, no, sir.' " — BoswBtL'a Life of JuhnxM. 

"Her [MliB Monckton'a] vivacity enchanted the sage, and they 
lued to talk together with all imi^nable ease. A singular 
instance haj^iened one evening, when she insisted that some of 
Steme'» irritiogs were very pathetic Johnson blnntly denied it. 
*I am sure,' said she, 'they have affected me.' 'Why,' sdd 
Johnson, gmiling, and rolling himself about — ' that is, becanse, 
dearest, you're a dnnpe.' When she some time afterwarda men- 
tioned this to him, he isjd with equal trath and politeness, ■ Uadam, 
if I had thought so, I certainly should not have laid it.' " — Ibid. 

' A passage or two from Sterne's " Sermons " mby not be with- 
out interest here. Is not the Ibllowing, levelled against the 
cnieltiei of the Church of Borne, stamped with the autc^raph 
of the author of the "Sentimental Journey T" — 

" To be convinced of this, go with me for a mmnent into the 
prisons of the Inquisition — behold reJiji'™ with mercy and justice 
chained down under her feet, — there, sitting ghastly upon a black 
tribona], propped np with racks, and instruments of torment. — 
Hark I — what a piteous groan 1 — See the melancholy wretch who 
uttered it, jnst brought forth to undergo the angniah of a mock- 
trial, and endure the utmost pain that a studied system of religuna 
cmtttg has been able to invent Behold this helpless victim 
delivered up to bis tormentors. HU body so wasted utith sonmo 
and long conjmtment, goiiU see every nerve and mutcle ae it saffen. — 
Observe the last movement of that horrid engine.— What coun 
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Dean of St Patrick's, wrote the above qaoted 
respectable letter to his friend in London: and it 



TnlsionB it haa throim him into I Consider Ihe nature of the 
posture in irhich he now Ilea stretched.— What eiqnisite torture 
he endures by it. — 'Ti« all nature can hear. — Glood God t sea how 
it keeps his yretxj soul hanging upon his trembling; lips, willing 
to take its leave, but not sofFered to depart. Behold the unhappy 
wreteh led back to hia cell, — dragg'd out of it ai^aiu to meet Che 
flame* — and the insultB in his last agonies, which thia principle — 
this principle, that there can be religion withont morality— haa 
prepared for him." — Senmn 27 (A. 

The next extract is preached on a text to be found in Judges 
yi» Ter. 1, 2, 3, concemii^ a "certain Leritei" — 

" Such a one the Levite wanted to share his solitude and fill up 
that uncomfortable blank in the heart in such a ntuation; for, 
notwithatanding all we meet with in books, in many of which, no 
doubt, there are a good many handsome things sajd upon the 
secrets of retirement, &c ... yet still, ' it is not good/or mon 
to be akme ; ' nor can all which the cold-hearted pedant stuns our 
eai^ with upon the sabject, ever give one aoawcr of satisfaction to 
the mlud ; in the midat of the loudest vanntings of philosophy, 
nature will hare ber yeamioga tor society and ftiendahip ; — a 
good heart wants some object W be kind to — and the beat parts of 
our blood, and the purest of our spirita, auSer moat under the 
destitution. 

" Let the torpid monk seek Heaven comfortless and alone. God 
speed him I For my own part, I fear I should never so find the 
way; lelvte be loue and religioas, but let me be Mah; wherever thy 
Providence places me, or whatever be the rood I take to Thee, 
give me some companion io my j oumey, be it only to remark to, 
' How our shadows lengthen as our sun goes down;' — to whom I 
may say, * How fresh is the &ice of Nature I how sweet the flowers 
of the field 1 how delicious ere these fruits I'" — Sermon lilh. 

The first of these paas^es ^ves us another drawing of the 
fomoua " Captive." The second shows that the same reflection waa 
suggested to the Ber. Lawrence, by a t«xt in Judges, as by the 
JUle-de-chambre. 

Sterne's SermoDi were pnblisbed as those of " Ur. Totick." 
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was in April of the same year, that he was poaring 
out his fond heart to Mrs. EIiEabeth Draper, Tvife of 
"Daniel Draper, Esq., Coanacllor of Bombay, and, 
in 1776, chief of the factory of Surat— ft gentleman 
very much respected in that quarter of the globe." 

" I got thy letter last night, Elisa," Sterne writes, 
"on my return from Lord Bathurst's, where I 
dined — (the letter hae this merit in it that it contains 
a pleasant reminiscence of better men than Sterne, 
and introduces us to a portrait of a kind old gentle- 
man) — I got thy letter last night, Eliza, on my return 
from Lord Bathurst's; and where I was heard — as I 
talked of thee an hour without intennission — with so 
much pleasure and attention, that the good old Lord 
toasted your health three different times; and now 
he is in his 85th year, says he hopes to live long 
enough to he introduced as a friend to my fair Indian 
disciple, and to see her eclipse all other Nabobesses 
as much in wealth, as she does already in exterior, 
and what Is fer better (for Sterne is nothing without 
his morality), and what is far better, in interior merit 
This nobleman is an old friend of mine. You know 
he was always the protector of men of wit and genius, 
and has had those of the last century, Addison, 
Steele, Pope, Swift, Prior, &c., always at his table. 
The manner in which hU notice began of me was as 
singular as it was polite. He came up to me one 
day aa I was at the Princess of Walea's court, uid 
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said, ' I want to know you, Mr. Sterne, but it is fit 
yoa also should know who it is that mshes this 
pleasure. Yoa have heard of an old Lord Bathurst, 
of whom your Popes and Swifts have sung and 
spoken sa much? I have lived my life with geniuses 
of that cast; but have survived them; and, despair- 
ing ever to find their equals, it is some years since I 
have shut up my books and closed my accounts; but 
you have kindled a desire in me of opening them 
once more before I die: which I now do: so go 
home and dine with me.' This nobleman, I say, is 
a prodigy, for he has all the wit and promptness of a 
man of thirty; a disposition to be pleased, and a 
power to please others, beyond whatever I knew: 
added to which a man of learning, courtesy, and 
feeling." 

" He heard me talk of thee, Eliza, with uncommon 
satisfiiction — for there was only a third person, and 
of tenaihiUty, with os: and a most sentimental after- 
noon till nine o'clock have we passed!^ Bnt thou, 

' " I am glad that yon are in love — 'twill cure yon at leaat ol 
the «pleei), whioh bos a. liad efiact on both man and wonian — I 
myself must even hftye some Dulcinei in my beadi it hftrmooisea 
the soul s aod in these cases I first endeavour to make the lady 
believe so, or rather, I begin flnt to make myself believe that I 
am In love — but I carry ihi my affulrB qnlta in the Trench way, 
Bentimentally — TdMour (say they) ■>'«{ rim joiu tentaninl. Now, 
ootwithstandiDg thej make snch a pother about the word, they 
have no preciie idea annexed to it. And ki much for that lame 
■uhject called lore." — Stbbnb's Ltttert, May B8, llflB. i 

"P.9.— Mr • Sentimental Jonmay' wiU pleaw Uri. J and 
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Eliza! wert the star diat condacted and enlivened 
the discourse I And when I talked not of thee, still 
didst thoa fill my mind, and warm every thought I 
nttered, for I am not ashamed to acknowledge I 
greatly rniaa thee. Best of all good girls ! — the 
suflerings I have sustained all night in consequence 
of thine, Eliza, are beyond the power of words. . . . 
And so thou hast fixed thy Bramin's portr^t over 
thy writing desk, and will consult it in all doubts and 
difficulties ? — Grateful and good girl I Yorick smiles 
contentedly over all thou dost : his picture does not 
do justice to his own complacency. I am glad your 
shipmates are friendly beings (Eliza was at Deal 
going back to the Counsellor at Bombay, and indeed 
it was high time she should be off.) You could least 
dispense with what is contrary to your own nature, 
which js soft and gentle, Eliza; it would civilize 
savages — though pity were it thou shouldst be 
tainted with the office. Write to me, my child, thy 
delicious letters. Let them speak the easy careless- 
ness of a heart that opens itself anyhow, every how, 
such, Eliza, I write to thee I (the artless rogue, of 
course he did I) And so I should ever love thee, 

0)7 l/ydia, [his daughter, aftenrards Mre. Medalle] — I can aoswer 
&r those two. It is a subject which vorks well, and suits the 
frame of mhid I have been in for lome time past. I told you mj 
deaign in it was to teach ub to love the world and our feUoir- 
creatures better than we do — so it runs most upon those gentler 
pMtiou and aflbctioai which ud H mtiGh to it"— Xetfar« [1767]. 
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most artlessly, most affectionately, if Providence per- 
mitted thy residence in the same section of the globe: 
for I am all that honoor and affection can make me 
' Tht BRumt.' " 

The Bramin continnes addressing Mrs. Draper 
until the departure of die Earl of Chatham, India- 
man, from Deal, on the 2nd of April, 1767. He is 
amiably anxious about the fresh paint for Eliza's 
cabin ; he is nncommonly solicitous about her com- 
panions on board: " I fear the best of your shipmates 
are only genteel by comparison with the contrasted 
crew with which thou beholdest them. So was — 
you know who — from the same fallacy which was 
put upon your judgment when — ^but I will not 
mortify you!" 

" Ton know who " was, of course, Daniel Draper, 
Esq., of Bombay — a gentleman very much respected 
in that quarter of the globe, and about whose 
probable health our worthy Bramin writes with 
delightful candour. 

" I honour you, Eliza, for keeping secret some 
things which, if explained, had been a panegyric on 
yourself. There is a dignity in venerable affliction 
which will not allow it to appeal to the world for 
pity or redress. Well have you supported that 
character, my amiable, my philosophic friendl And 
indeed, I begin to think you have as many virtues 
89 my Uncle Toby's widow. Talking of widows — 
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pray, Eliza, If ever yon are aucli, do not think of 
giving yourself to aome wealthy Nabob, because I 
design to many yon myself. My wife cannot live 
long, and I know not the woman I should like so 
well for her substitute as yourself. "Pis true I am 
ninety-fire in constitution, and you but twenty-five ; 
but what I want in youth, I will make up in wit 
and good-humour. Not Swift so loved his Stella, 
Scarron his Maintenon, or Waller his Saccbarissa. 
Tell me, in answer to this, that you approve and 
honour the proposal" 

Approve and honour the proposal I The coward 
was writing gay letters to his friends this while, with 
sneering allusions to this poor foolish Bramine. Her 
ship was not out of the Downs, and the charming 
Sterne was at the Mount Coffeebonse, with a sheet 
of gilt-edged paper before him, offering that precious 

treasure his heart to Lady P , asking whether 

it gave her pleasure to see him unhappy? whether 
it added to her triumph that her eyes and lips had 
turned a man into a fool ? — quoting the Lord's 
Prayer, with a horrible baseness of blasphemy, as 
R proof that he had desired not to be led into 
temptation, and swearing himself the most tender 
and sincere fool in the world. It was from bis 
home at Coxwould that he wrote the Latin letter, 
which, I suppose, he was ashamed to put into 
Snglish. I find in my copy of the Letters, that 
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th^e ii a note of I oon't ctX\ it admiration, at 
letter 112, wMch seems to announce that there was 
a No. 3 to whom the wretched worn-put old Bcamp 
wae paying his addressee;^ and the year after, 
having come back to faia lod^gs in Bond^treet, 
with his "Sentimental Journey" to launch npon 
the town, eager as ever for praise and pleasure; 
as vain, as wicked, as wit^, as false as he had 
ever been, death at length seized the feeble wretcli, 
and, on the 18th of March, 1768, that "bale of 



" CoxKouM, Not, IS, 17B7. 
"Now be a good dear TansD, 107 E'— , and aiecute dune 
cammif aionx well, ud when I we ;oa I will ^ve yoa a kiH — 
there '1 for you I But I hare aomethiiig eUe for yon which I am 
fiibrioatliie at a great rate, and tliat ii 017 ' 8eiitimentBl Journey,' 
vhiob iball niake yon C17 as maeh ai it baa aflktted m% or I 
viil give up tba botioeM of lentiiiiental wriliag. . . . 

" I am ymm, fto^ &c.. 

"T. 8H4JIBT." 

" CoxuiBvld, Not. 28, 1767. 
"UTLoKDj—Tia with the gmatett plMmre I take my pen to 
thaok yonr Lradihlp Ibr jour letter of in<|tili7 about Torick — he 
wai worn oat, botb hii ipirits aod body, with the > SeBtimentBl 
Journey;' 'tii true, then, an author mutt feel himself, or hi* 
fesder will not — but I hare tara my whole frame into piece) by 
my feeliogs — I believe the brain atandi ai much in need of 
Tecmiting as the body ; therefore I ahall net out for town the 
twentieth of next nionlh, after hnving recruited myself a week 
at York. I might indeed lokco myself with my wiffe (who il 
oome f^om France), but, in faci, I have long been a Bentlmental 
being, whatever yonr Lordship may think to the contrary." 
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cadaverous goods," as lie calls liis body, was con- 
signed to Pluto.' Id his last letter there is one sign 
of grace — the real aiFectJoo with which he entreats a 
friend to be a guardian to his daughter Lydia.* All 
his letters to her are artless, kind, affectionate, and 
not sentamental ; as a hundred pages in his writings 
are beautifol, and full, not of surprising hnmoor 
merely, but of genuine lore and kindness. A 
perilotis trade, indeed, is that of a man who has 
to bring his tears and laughter, his recollections. 



* " IC IB known that Sterne died in hired lodgingt, and I bare 
been tcdd that hta attendant! robbed him eren of his gold aleere- 
battoQB while he was expiring." — Dr. Febkiab. 

He died at No. 41 (now a cheesemonger's} on the west side ot 
Old Bond Stnxt.— Handbook of Zornhn. 

' "In Fehrnary, 1768, Lawrence Steme, his frame eshansted 
hy long debilitating iLness, expired at his lodging! in Bond-street, 
London. There was eoraething in the manner of bis deaUi 
singularly resembling the particulars detailed by Mrs. Quickly, ax 
attending that of Faistaff, the compeer of Yorick for infinite jest, 
however nnlike in other particularB, As he lay on his bed totally 
exhausted, he complained that his feet were cold, and reqnetted 
the female attendant to chafe them. She did so, and it seemed to 
reliere bim. He complained that the cold came up higher ; and 
whilst the assistant was in the act of chafing hia ancles and 
legs, he expired without a groan. It was also remarkable that 
his death took place much in the manner which he himself had 
wished I and that the last offices were rendered him, not in his 
own house, or by the hand of kiudred afiection, bnt la an inn, and 
by strangers. 

" We are well acquunted with Sterne's featoiet and personal 
appearance, to which be himself frequently alludes. He Wat 
tall and thin, with a hectic and consmnptiTe appearance." — Sui 
WiXTBB Scott. 
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his personal giie& and joys, his private thooghta 
and feelings to market^ to write them on paper, 
and sell them for money. Does he exaggerate 
his grief, so as to get his reader's pity for a false 
sensibility? feign indignation, so as to establish a 
character for virtoe ? elaborate repartees, so that he 
may pass for a wit? steal from oilier aathors, and 
put down the theft to the credit side of his own 
reputation for ingenuity and learning? feign ori- 
ginality ? affect benevolence or misanthropy ? appeal 
to the gallery gods with claptraps and vulgar btuts to 
catch applause ? 

How much of the paint and emphasis is neceeaary 
for the fair business of the stage, and how much of 
the rant and rouge is pat on for the vanity of the 
actor. His audience tmsts him: can he tmst him- 
self? How much was deliberate calculation and 
imposture — how much was false sensibility — and 
how much true feeling? Where did the lie begin, 
and did he know where? and where did the truth 
end in the art and scheme of this man of genius, 
this actor, this quack ? Some time since, I was in 
the company of a French actor, who began after 
dinner, and at his own request, to sing French songs 
of the sort called des chansons grivoises, and which 
he performed admirably, and to the dtssattsfaction 
of most persons present. Having finished these, 
he commenced a sentimental ballad' — it was so 
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ehvmingly Bang that it touched all penoni fires^it, 
and especially the einger himself, whose voice 
trambled, whose ejes filled with emotioQ, and who 
waa soireUing and weeping qnite genuine tears by 
the time his own ditty was over. I suppose Sterne 
had this arlastiGal sensibility; ha used to blabber 
pCTpetoflUy in hie stndy, and finding his tears 
in&ctioas, and tliat they brought him a great 
popnlarit|r, he exercised the locmtive fpft t£ weep* 
lag ; he utilised it, and oried on every occasion. I 
own that I don't value or respect mnch the cheap 
dribble of those foontaios. He fatigoes me with 
hie perpetnal disquiet and his uneasy appeals to 
my risible or sentimental faculties. He is always 
looking in my face, watching his efi'ect, uncertain 
whether I think him an impostor or not; postore- 
making, coaxing, and imploring me, " See what 
seDBihihty I have— own now that I 'm very clever- 
do ory now, you can't resist this." The humour of 
Swift and Babelaia, whom he pretended to suoceed, 
poured from them as naturally as song does &om a 
bird ; they lose no manly dignity with it, but laugh 
their hearty great laugh out of their broad chests 
as nature bade them. But this man — who can make 
you laugh, who can make you ory, too — never lets 
his reader alone, or will permit his audience repose : 
when yoa ara quiet, he fancies he must rouse you, 
and turns over head and heels, or sidles up and 
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vHspers r aasty atoiy. The man is a great jester, 
not a great humouriBt. He goes to work ijatemati- 
cally and of cold blood ; punts bis faoe, pats on Us 
ruff and motley clotiies, and lays down fais carpet 
and tiintltles on it 

For instance, take the " Sentimental Jonmey," 
and see in tlia writer iJie deliberata propensity 
to make points and seek applause. He gets to 
Desseib'a Hotel, lie wants a carriage to travel to 
Paris, he goes to the inn-yard, and begins what the 
actors call " business " at once. There is that little 
carriage the ddeobligeanL " Four months had elapsed 
since it had finished its career of Europe in the 
corner of Monsieur Dessein'i courtyard, and httTitig 
sallied out thence bat a ramped-up business at first, 
though it had been twice taken to pieces on Mount 
S^mis, it had not profited much by its advsnturet, 
bat by none so little as the standing so many months 
nnpitied in the comer of Moosianr Dessein's coach- 
yard. Much, indeed, was not to be said for ib— but 
something might — and when a few words will rescue 
misery out of her distress, I hate the man who con 
be a churl of them." 

Le tour est fait! Paillasse has tnmbledl Paillasse 
has jumped over the disobligeant, cleared it, hood 
and all, and bows to the noble company. Doss 
anybody believe that this is a real Sentiment P that 
this luxury of generosity, this gallant rescue of 

LJnniprh.GoOglc 
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Mieety — out of an old cab, is genuine feeling? It 
is aa genuine aa the virtuoua oratory of Joseph 
SuHace when he begins, " The man who," &c., &c., 
and wishes to pass off for a saint with his credulous, 
good-humoured dupes. 

Our friend purchases the carriage — after turning 
that notorious old monk to good account, and effecting 
(like a soft and good-natured P^asse as he was, 
and very iree with his money when he had it,) an 
exchange of snuff-hoxes with the old FmtKnscan, 
jogs out of Calais ; sets down in immense figures cm 
the credit side of his account the sous he gives away 
to the Montrenil beggars ; and, at Nampont, gets out 
of the chmse and whimpers over that famous dead 
donkey, for which any sentimentalist may cry who 
will. It is agreeably and skilfolly done — that dead 
jackass ; like M. de Soubise's cook, on the campaign, 
Sterne dresses it, and serves it up quite tender and 
with a very piquante sauce. But tears, and £ne 
feelings, and a white pocket-handkerchief, and a 
funeral sermon, and horses and feathers, and a pro- 
cession of mutes, and a hearse with a dead donkey 
inside I Fsha I Mountebank I 1 11 not give thee one 
penny more for that trick, donkey and all I 

This donkey had appeared once before with signal 
effect. In 1765, three years before the publication 
of the " Sentimental Journey," the seventh and eighth 
volumes of " Tristram Shandy " were given to the 
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wurld, and the famous Lyons donkey makes his entry 
m:hose volumes (pp. 315, 316): — 

"Twas by a poor ass, with a couple of large 
paniiers at bis back, who had just turned in to 
collect eleemosynary tnmip-topa and cabbage-leaves , 
and stood dubious, with his two fore-feet at the 
inside of the threshold, and with his two binder feet 
towards the street, as not knowing very well whether 
he was to go in or no. 

" Now 'tia an animal (be in what hurry I may) I 
cannot bear to strike; there is a patient endarance 
of suffering wrote so unaffectedly in his looks and 
carriage which pleads so mightily for him, that it 
always disarms me, and to that degree that I do 
not like to speak unkindly to him ; on the contrary, 
meet him where I will, whether in town or country, 
in cart or under panniers, whether in liberty or 
bondage, I have ever something civil to say to him 
on my part ; and, as one word begets another (if he 
has as little to do as I), I generally fall into conver- 
sation with him ; and sorely never is my imagination 
80 busy as in framing responses from the etchings 
of his countenance ; and where those carry me not 
deep enough, in flying from my own heart into his, 
and seeing what is natural for an ass to think — as 
well as a man, upon the occasion. In truth, it is the 
only creature of all the classes of beings below me 
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with wbom I can do ttue. .... With an ais I can 
commane for ever. 

" ' Oome, Honesty,' said I, seeing it Was impwc- 
ticable to pass betwixt him and the gats, ' art thon 
for coming in or going ontF* 

" The MB twisted his head round to look up the 
street. 

"'WeD I 'replied I,'we11wMt a minute for thy 
driver.' 

" He tamed his head thotightfol ahont, and looked 
wistfully the opposite way. 

** * I understand thee perfectly,' answered 1 1 ' If 
thoa takest a wrong step in this affair, he will cndgd 
thee to deatli. Well ! a minnte is bat a minats ; 
and if it saves a fellow-creatare a drabhing, it shall 
not be set down as ill spent" 

" He was eating the stem of an artichoke as this 
discourse went on, and, in the littla peevish con- 
tentions between hunger and onsavouriness, had 
dropped it out of his mouth half-a-dosen times, and 
had picked it up again, ' Crod help thee, Jack I* Bud 
I, 'thou hast a bitter breakfast on't— 'and many a 
bitter day's labour, and many a bitter blowt I fear, 
for its wages I Tis all, all bitterness to thee — what- 
ever life is to others I And now thy mouth, if one 
knew the truth of it, is as bitter, I dare say, as soot 
(for he had cast aside the stem), and thou hast not 
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s friaud perhaps in all this world that will give thee 
B BiacarooD.' In saying this. I polled oat a paper of 
'em* which I had just bought, and gave him one; — ■ 
and, at this moment that I am telling it, my heart 
smites me thai there was more of pleasantry in the 
conceit of seeing iow an ass would eat a macaroon 
than of bwBTolence in giving him one, which pre- , 
aided in th? act. 

*f When th« as9 had eaten his macaroon, I pressed 
him to come in. The poor beast was heavy loaded — 
his legs seemed tn tremble nnder him— he hong 
rather hai^wards, end, as I polled at his halter, it 
broke in my hand- He looked up pensive in my 
face : ' Don't thrash me with it ; but if you will you 
may.' * If I do,' said I, • I '11 he d .' " 

A critic who refuses to see in this charming 
description wit, humour, pathos, a kind nature 
speaking, and a real sentiment, must he hard indeed 
to more and to please. A page or two farther we 
come to a description not less beautiful — a landscape 
and figures, delicioualy painted by one who had the 
keenest enjoyment and the most tremulous sen- 
sibility i — 

" Twas in the road between Kismes and Lonel, 
where is the best Muscstto wine in all France : the 
sun was. set, they had done their work ; the nymphs 
had tied up their hair afreih, and the swains were 
preparing for a carousaL My mule made a dead 
X 3 
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point ' 'Tib the pipe and tambourine,' stud I — ' I 
never will argue a point with one of your family as 
long as I live ; ' so leaping off his baci, and kicking 
off one boot into this ditch and t'other into that, 
' 1 11 tate a dance/ said I, ' so stay you here.' 

" A Bun-burnt daughter of labour rose np from 
the group to meet me' as I advanced towards them ; 
her h^r, which was of a dark chestnut approaching 
to a black, was tied np in a knot, all but a single 
tress. 

" ' We want a cavalier,' said she, holding out both 
her hands, as if to offer them. ' And a cavalier you 
shall have,' said I, taking hold of both of them. ' We 
could not have done without you,' E^d she, letting 
go one hand, with self-taught politeness, and leading 
me up with the other. 

"A lame youth, whom Apollo had recompensed 
with a pipe, and to which he had added a tamboorine 
of his own accord, ran sweetly over the prelude, 
as be eat upon the bank. ' Tie me up this tress, 
instantly,' smd Nannette, putting a piece of string 
into my hand. It taught me to forget I was a 
stranger. The whole knot fell down — ^we had been 
seven years acquainted. The youth struck the note 
upon the tambourine, his pipe followed, and off we 
bounded. 

" The sister of the youth — who had stolen lier 
voice from Heaven — sang altamately with her brother. 
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"TVas a Gascoigne roundelay. * Viva la jma, fidon 
la iristessa;^ — the nymphs Joined in unison, and their 
Bwmns an octave below them. 

" Viva la joia -was in Nannette's lips, viva la joia 
in her eyes. A transient spark of amity shot across 
the space betwixt ns. She looked amiable. Why 
could I not live and end my days thus? 'Just 
Disposer of our joys and sorrows!' cried I, 'why 
could not a man sit down in the lap of content 
here, and dance, and sing, and say his prayers, 
aqd go to Heaven with this nut-brown maid?' 
Capriciously did she bend her head oQ one side, 
and daDce up insidious. ' Then 'tis time to dance 
off,' quoth I." 

And with this pretty dance and chorus, the volume 
artfully concludes. Even here one can't give the 
whole description. There is not a page in Sterne's 
wriUng but has sometliing that were better away, a 
latent corruption — a hint, as of an impure presence,^ 

I "With regard to Sterne, and the clmrge of licentioDineBS 
which presses bo seriously upon hia character as a writer, I would 
remark that there is a sort of knowiiigneas, the wit of which 
depeods, 1st, on the modeatj it gives pain to; or, Sndly, on the 
ItmoceDce and innocent ignorance over which it triumphs ; or 
Stdly.on a eertaiaoBCiJIation in the IndividnarBown mind between 
the remaining good and the encroaching evil of his nature — a 
sort of dallying with the devil — a fluxionary art of combining 
courage and cowardice, aa when a man snuffs a candle with his 
fingers for the first time, or better still, perhaps, lilce that trembling 
daring with which a child touches a hot tea-urn, because it has 
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Some of that dreary doubk entendre may he 
attributed to freer times and mannerB tlian onrs, 
but not all. The foul Satyr's eyes leer out of the 
leaTOH conetantly: the lait words the famouB author 
wrote were bad and wicked — the last lines the poor 
stricken wretch penned were for pity and pardon. 
I think of these past writers and of one who lives 
amongst us now, and am grateful for the innocent 
laughter and the sweet and unsullied page which 
the author of " David Copperfield " gives to my 
children. 



been fcrbldden ; ao tbat the mind bai its ovn white and black 
angel ; the aame or similar atnoeement as may be mpDOBM U> 
lake place between on old debanchee and a prade — the feeling 
resentment, on the one hand, from a pnideotial anxiety to pre- 
■erre appearancea and have a character ; and, on the other, an 
inward gjmpathy with the enemy. We hiTe only to BuppoM 
sodet7 innocent, and then nine-tenths of this sort of wit would 
be like a stone that taSa in enow, making no sound, becatue 
eiciting no resistance; the remainder rests on its being an offence 
a^nat the good manners of human nature itself. 

" This sooTce, unworthy as it is, may doubtless be combined 
with wit, drollery, fancy, and even humour ; and we haye only to 
regret the misalliance; but that the latter are quite distinct from 
the former, may be made CTid<^nt by abstracting in our imagination 
the morality of the characters of Mr. Shandy, my Uncle Toby, 
and Xrini, which are all antagoniata to this spurious sort of wit, 
from the rest of ' Tristram Shandy,' and by supposing, instead of 
them, the presence of two or three callous debauchees. Tbe result 
will be pure disgust, Sterne cannot be too severely censured for 
thus using the best dispositions of our nature as tbe panders and 
condiments fortha basest,"— Colebibok, X^ilerary Eemaim, ToLi 
pp. 141, ua. 
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" Jete tar cette boale, 

Laid, chutif et Eouffraot ; 

Etouffe dons la fmile, 

Faute d'etre awes grand i 
" Una pUiute tonchante 

De ma bonche iortil ; 

le bon Dien me dit ; Cbante, 

Chante, pauvre petit I 
" Chanter, ou Je ra'abuse, 

Mtt ma toche ici baa. 

TouB ceux qu'ainsi j'amiu^ 

Na m'aimeront ila pas f " 

la those ctarming lines of B^anger, one may 
fancy described the cafeer, the sufferings, the genius, 
the gentle nature of Goldsmith, and the esteem in 
which we hold him. Who, of the millions whom he 
has amused, doesn't love him? To he the most 
beloved of English writers, what a title that is for 
a man ! • A wild youth, wayward, but full of 
tenderness and affection, quits the country village 

' " He iras a friend to virtoe, and in idi moat plft^nil page* 
never forget! wbat Is due to it. A gcctleneai, delicacy, and parity 
of feeling diatingniahea whateTer he wrute, and bears a corre- 
■pondence to the generoaitj of a diapoiitlon which kneir no boonda 
but bla lust guinea. 

"The admirable ease and grace of the narrative, aa well aa tho 
^ileaalng truth -with which the principal oharactera are designed, 
make the ' Vicar of Wakefleld ' one of the most delicious moraels 
of fictitious composition on which the humao mind was ever 
emploTBd. 

.... "Weread the 'Ticarof Wakefield' in youth and in age 
— we cetum lo it again and again, and blesa the memory of an 
author who contrives so well to reconcile us to human nature." — 
Six W^i.tbs Scoit. 
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where his boyhood has been passed in happy musing, 
in idle shelter, in fond longing to see the great world 
out of doors, and achieve name and fortune — and after 
years of dire atru^le, and neglect and poverty, his 
heart turning back as fondly to his native place, as it 
had longed eagerly for change when sheltered there, 
he writea a book and a poem, fiill of the recoUections 
and feelings of home — he paints the friends and 
scenes of his youth, and peoples Auburn and Wake- 
field with remembrances of Lissoy. Wander he 
must, but he carries avray a home-relic with him, 
and dies with it on his breast His nature is truant; 
in repose it longs for change : as on the journey it 
looks back for fnends and quiet He passes to-day 
ja building an air-castle for to-morrow, or in writmg 
yesterday's elegy ; and he would fly away this hour, 
but that a cage and necessity keep him. What 
is the charm of his verse, of his style, and humour? 
His sweet regrets, his delicate compassion, his soft: 
smile, his tremulous sympathy, the weakness which 
he owns? Your love for him is half pity. Tou 
come hot and tired from the day's battle, and thb 
sweet minstrel sings to you. Who could harm the 
kind vagrant harper? Whom did he ever hurt? 
He carries no weapon — save the harp on which he 
plays to you ; and with which he delights great and 
humble, young and old, the captains In the tents, 
or the soldiers round the fire, or the women and 
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children in the villages, at whose porches he stops 
and singa his simple songs of love and beauty. 
With that sweet story of the " Vicar of Wake- 
field,"^ he has found entry into every castle and 
every hamlet in Europe. Not one of us, however 

' "Now Herder canie," bkjb Goethe in hi» Autobiographj, 
lelsting hk first acqaaiutance with Goliismith's maaterpiece, 
"and together with his great knowledge brought many other 
uds, aod the later pablicatlona besiilea. Among tbese he au' 
nonnced to iu the ' Vicar of Wakefield ' as an eiceilent work, 
with the German trauslation of which he would make us acquainted 
by reading it aloud to ua himBelf. .... 

"A Protestant country clergyman is perbaps tbe most beautiful 
■nlgect for a modern idyl ; he appears like Melchizedeck, as priest 
and king in one peison. To the moat innocent situation which 
can be imagined on eartli, ti3 tliat of a husbandman, he is, for tha 
most part, united by aimiiarily of occupation as well as by 
equality in family relationahips ; he la a father, a master of a 
hmily, an agricultuiiat, and thus perfectly a member of the 
community. On this pure, beautiful, earthly foundation rests 
his higher calling ; to him ia IC given to guile men through life, 
to take care of their spiritual education, to bless tbem at all tbe 
leading epochs oi tbeii existence, to instruct, to atrengtben, to 
conaole tbem, and if conaol^ition is not safflcient for the present, 
to call np and guarantee the hope of a happier future. Imagine 
SQch a man with pure human seutimeuta, strong enough not to 
deviate from them under any ciicumsCaDces, and by tbis already 
elevated alxive tbe mulliinde of whom one cannot expect purity 
and firmness ; give Mm the learning necessary for hia ofBee, as 
nell as a cheerful, equable activity, which is even passionate, as 
it neglects no moment to do good — and you will have bim well 
endowed. But at tbe same time add tbe necessary limitation, so 
that he must not only pause in a small drcle, but may also, per- 
chance, pass over to a smaller ; grant him good-nature, placa- 
bility, resolution, and everything else praiseworthy that springs 
from a decided character, and over all this a cheerful spirit of 
compliance, and a uniling tdenttion of his own &ilings and ttosQ 
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bufly or liard, but once or twice in our Uvea has 
passed an evening with him, and undergone the 
charm of his delightful music 

of others, — then you will have pot together pretty well the imsge 
of our eicellenl Wakefield. 

" The delineation of this character on hia course of liie through 
joy> and iorrowB, the ever-increasing inlereit of the story, by the 
combinatioD of the entirely natural irith the strange and the 
singular, make thli novel one of the best -which hsi ever been 
written -, besides this, it has the great advantage that it is quite 
moral, nay, in a pure sense. Christian— represents the rewnrd of 
a good-will and perseverance In the right, strengthens aa uncon- 
ditional confldence in God, and attests the final trinmph of good 
over evil ; and all this without a trace of cant or pedantr7. Tlie 
author was preserved from both of these by an docntlon of mind 
that shows itself throughout in the form of irony, by which this 
little work must appear to ns as wise as it is amiBble. The 
author, Dr. Goldsmith, has, without question, a great insight 
into the moral world, into its strength and its infirmities ; but at 
the same time he can thankfully acknowledge tfaaC ho is an 
Englishman, and reckon highly the advantages which his cotmtrj 
and hia nation afford him. The &inily, with the delineation <^ 
which he occupies himself, stands upon one of the last steps of 
dtlzen comfbrt, and yet comes in contact with the highest) 
its narrow circle, which becomes still more contracted, toachea 
upon the great world through the natural and civil coarse of 
tbinga ; thii little ikifl' floats on the agitated waves of EagUsh 
lifb, and in weal or woe it has to e^epect Injtu? or belp from the 
vast fleet whioh sails around it 

" I may sappose that my readers know this work, and have it 
in memory) whoever hears It named for the first tlioe here, as 
well as he who is induced to read it again, will thank me." — 
GoBTm. Truth and Potlrg ; /rom mj/ own Life. (English trans- 
lation, voL i. pp. 378, 9.) 

"He leemi from in&ncy to have been componnded of two 
natures, <aie bright^ the other blundering i or to have hod fairy 
gifts laid in his oradle by the 'good people' who haunted his 
birth-pl jc, the old goblin manijon, en the banks of the Inny. 
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Goldsmith's father was no doubt the good Doctor 
Primrose, whom we all of us know.^ Swift was jet 
alive, when the httle Oliver was Iwni at Pallas, or 
F&Ilasmore, in the countj of Longford, in Ireland. 
In 1730, two years after the child's birth, Charles 
Goldsmith removed his family to Lissoy, in the 
county Weatmeath, that sweet "Auburn" whioh 
every person who hears me has aeen in fancy. Here 

"Hb oarriea with him the wayward elfln ipirit, if we maj m 
terra it, throughout liis career, Hia fairy gifts are of do avail at 
school, academy, or college : they unfit him for close study and 
practical science, and render him heedless of eTerything tbal, doei 
not address itself to his poetical imagination, and genial and 
festive ttellDgs ( they dispose Mm to break away from restraint, 
to stroll aboat hedges, green lanes, and hamited streams, to rerel 
with Jovial companions, or to reve the country like ft gipsy in 
quest of odd adventures. . . . 

"Though his circumstances often compelled him to associate 
with the poor, they nerer could betray him into companionship 
with the depraved. His relish ibr humour, and for ths study of 
character, as we have before obaerveJ, brought him often into 
convivial company of a vnlgar kiadj but he diseriminated 
between their Tuigorlty and their amusing qnalities, or rather 
wrought from the whole store familiar featotes of life which 
form the staple of his most popular writhigs." — Wasbimoton 
Iktinq. 

■ "The family of Goldimith, Goldsmyth, or, aa 11 was occa- 
sionally written, Qonldsmitli, is of considerable statiding in 
Ireland, and seems always to have held a respectable Station in 
society. Its origin is English, snpposed to be derived (Vom that 
which was long settled at Crayford in KBnt."--PMOR'B Life of 
Goldsmith. 

Oliver's father, greal-gr^dfather, and gfeat-great-griind- 
father were clergymen ] and two of them marri^ clergymen's 
daughter!. 
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the kind parson ' brought up his eight children ; and 
loving all the world, as his son says, fancied all the 
world loved him. He had a crowd of poor de- 
pendents besides those hungry children. He kept 
an open table ; round which sate flatterers and poor 
friends, who laughed at the honest rector's many 
jokes, and ate the produce of his seventy acres of 
farm. Those who have seen an Irish house in the 
present day can fancy that one of Lissoy. The old 
beggar still has his allotted comer by the kitchen 
turf; the maimed old soldier still gets his potatoes 
and butter-milk; the poor cottier still asks his 
honour's charity, and prays God bless his Reverence 
for the sixpence: the ragged pensioner still takes his 
place by right and sufferance. There 's still a crowd 

' " At chnrch with meek and onaffected grace, 
Hii looks adorn'd the renenble place ; 
Truth from lii» lips prevail'd with double gway. 
And foola who came to scofl* remaia'd to pro;. 
The service past, around the pioua man. 
With Bteadf zeal each honeat rustic ran ; 
^'eu children follow 'd with endeariug wile, 
And pluck'd hia gown to share the good man's smile. 
Bit Teadj amile a parent's warmth exprest, 
Their wel&re plea«ed him, and their carea dlttrett; 
To ttteta hia heart. Ma love, hia griefs were given. 
But all hia serious thoughts had rest in Heaven. 
At «ome tall cliff that lifts his awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm. 
Though round its breast the rolling doads are spread, 
Eternal nuuhine settles on its head." 

7^ Dttertid ViSagt. 
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in the kitchen, and a crowd roiind the parlour- 
table, profiiBion, confusion, kindness, poverty. If an 
Iriahman comes to London to make his fortune, he 
has a half dosen of Irish dependents who take a 
percentage of his earnings. The good Charles 
Croldsmith* left but little provision for his hungry 
race when death summoned him: and one of his 
daughters being engaged to a Squire of rather 
superior dignity, Charles Goldsmith impoverished 
the rest of his family to provide the girl with a 
dowry. 
The small-pox, which scourged all Europe at that 

' "IjiMaj this 7eiiT(lT6S),he lost hia brother, the Ber. Henry 
Goldflmith, for whom be had been unable to Dbtain preferment in 
the ctinrch 

. ..." To the curacy of Kilkenny Wcat, the modersite stipend 
of which, forty pounds a-year, is sufficiently celebrated by his 
hrottier'fl linei. It baa heen stated Uiat Mr. Goldsmith added a 
school, which, after hsTing been held at more than one place in 
tlie vicinity, wag flnaUy fixed at Lissoy. Here his talents and 
industry gave it celebrity, and under his care the sona of many 
of the neighbouring gentry received their education. A tever 
breaking out among the boys about I76S, they dispersed fbr a 
time, but re-aasembling at Athlonc, he continued his acholastic 
labonia there uutil the time of his death, which happened, like 
that of Ilia brother, about the forty-fiith year of liis age. He was 
a man of an excellent heart mid an amiable disposition." — • 
PfiiOB'a Goidimilh. 

" Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
Hy heart, untravcdl'd, finidly tuma to thee: 
Still to my brother turns with ceaseless pain. 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain," 

Tht Trav^r. 
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time, and ravaged the Tosea off the cheeks of half the 
world, fell foul of poor little Oliver's facej when the 
child WHS eight years old, and left him scarred and 
disfignred for Ms life. An old woman in his father's 
village taught him his letters, and pronounced him a 
dunce: Paddy Byrne, the hedge-schoolmastef, kiok 
him in hand j and from Paddy Byrne, he Was trans- 
mitted to a clergyman at Elphin. When a. child waS 
sent to school in those days, the classic phrase was 
that he waa placed under Mr. So-and-so's fende. 
Poor little ancestors I It is hard to think how ruth- 
lessly you were hirched ; and how much of needless 
whipping and tears our small forefathers had to 
undergo! A relative — kind uncle Contarine, toot 
the main charge of little Noll; who went throngh 
his school days righteously doing as little work As he 
could I robbing orchards, playing at hall, and making 
his pocket-money fly about whenever fortune sent it 
to him. Everybody knows the story of that famous 
" Mistake of a Night," when the young schoolboy, 
provided with a guinea and a nag, rode up to the 
"best house" in Ardagh, called for the landlofd'a 
company over a bottle of wine at supper, and for a 
hot cake for breakfast in the morning ; and found, 
when he asked for the bill, that the best house was 
Squire Feathers tone's, and not the inn for which he 
mistook it Who does not know every story about 
Croldsmith ? That is a delightfol and fantastic pic- 
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tura of tlie child dancing and capering about in the 
kitcben tit home, when the old iiddler gibed at him 
for Ilia ugliness — and called him ^sop, and little Noll 
made bis repartee of " Heralds proclaim aloud this 
saying — see ^gop dancing and his monkey playing." 
One can fancy a queer pitiful look of humour and 
appeal upon that little acarred face — the funny little 
dancing figure, the funny little brogue. In his life, 
and his writings, which are the honest expression of 
it, he is constantly iiewailing that homely face and 
person; anon, he surveys them in the glass ruefully; 
and preiently assumes the most comical dignity. He 
likes to deck out his little person in splendour and 
fine colours. He presented himself to be examined 
for ordination in a pair of scarlet breeches, and said 
honestly that he did not like to go into the church, 
because he was fond of coloured olotbea. When he 
tried to practise as a doctor, he got by hook or by 
crook a black velvet suit, and looked as big and 
grand u he could, and kept bis hat over a patch on 
the old coat : in better days he bloomed oat in plum- 
colour, in blue silk, and in new velvet. Yor some of 
those splendours the heirs and assignees of Mr. 
Filby, the tailor, have never been p^d to this day ; 
perhaps the kind ttaiot and his creditor have met and 
settled the little account in Hades.* 

■"Wlken Goldimith died, half the unpaid bill he o«red to Ur. 
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They showed until lately a window at Trinity 
College, Dublin, on which the name of 0. Goldsmith 
was engraved with a diamond. Whose diamond was 
it? Not the young sizar's, who made but a poor 
figure in that place of learning, He was idle, penni- 
less, and fond of pleasure : ' he learned his way early 
to the pawnbroker's shop. He wrote ballads, they 
say, for the street>-singers, who paid him & cron'n for 
a poem : and his pleasure was to steal out at night 
and hear his verses sung. He was chastised by his 
tutor for giving a dance in his rooms, and took the 
box on the ear so much to heart, that he packed up 
his all, pawned his books and httle property, and 
disappeared from college and family. He said he 
intended to go to America, but when his money was 
spent, the young prodigal came home ruefully, and 
the good folks there killed their calf — it was but a 
lean one— and welcomed ham hack- 
After College, he hung about his mother's house, 
and lived for some years the life of a buckeen — 
passed a month with this relation and that, a year 

William Filby (amoautiag in all to 79'.) was for clothes supplied ■ 
to this nephew Hodsou." — Fobbtbb'b Goldtmith, p. 530. 

As tMa nephew HodsoD ended Ms days (see the same page) " a 
prosperous Irish gentleman,'' it is not unreasoDable to wish tha 
he had cleared off Mr. FUby's MIL 

■ "Poor fellow 1 He hardly knew an ass from a mnle,nor a 
tnrkej from a goose, bnt when he saw it on the table." — 
's Memoirt, 
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witb one patron, a great deal of time at the public- 
house.^ Tired of this life, it was resolved that he 
should go to London, and stadj at the Temple ; but - 
be got no farther on the road to London and the 
woolsack than Dublin, where he gambled away thti 
fifty pounds ^ven to him for his outfit, and whence , 
he returned to the indefatigable forgiveness of home. 
Then he determined to be a doctor, and Uncle 
Oontarine helped him to a couple of years at E^n- 
burgb. Then from Edinburgh he felt that he ought 
to hear the famous professors of Leyden and Paris, 
and wrote most amusing pompous letters to his uncle 
about the great Farheim, Du Petit, and Duhamel du 
Monceau, whose lectures he proposed to follow. If 
Uncle Gontarine believed those letters — if Oliver's 
mother believed that story which the youth related of 
his going to Cork, with the purpose of embarking for 
America, of his having paid his passage-money, and 
having sent his kit on board; of the anonymous 
capkun sailing away with Oliver's valuable luggage, 
in a nameless ship, never to return; if Uncle 



' " These fonthftil folliei, like the fenneTitfttioii of liqnonr, often 
distorb the mind only in order to iti futore reBQementi a life 
i^>ent JQ phlegmatic apathy reMmblea thote liquon wtuch never 
ferment, aod are coneequentl/ alwiya mnddy." — GoLDaiatB. 
Memoir of Voltaire. 

" He [Johnson] said ' Goldsmith was a plant that flowered late.. 
There appeared nothing remarkable about him when he vas 
young." — BosWELL. 
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CoDtarine and the mother at Ballymahon believed 
his stories, they mast have been a very simple pair ;. 
as it was a very mmple rogue indeed who cheated 
than. When the lad, after f^ng in Us clerical 
examijiation, after faihng in his plan for studying the 
law, took leave of these prefects and o£ his pazeati> 
and set out for Edioborgh, he saw mother, and nncley 
and lazy Ballymahon, and green native turf', and 
sparkUng river for the last time. He was never to 
Idc^ on old Ireland raore, and only in iancy reviut: 
her. 

" But me not deitdned each ddigMs to shue, 
Mj prime of li& in vaoderioB apent and CMC, 
Impelled, -with step nncflaaing, to pursue 
Some fleeting good that mocks me with the view; 
That Ijke the oirdte bonoduig' eMrth uid * Myr* 
AUoKt ttfoa far, ja, aa I follow, flies: 
M7 fortune leadi to tntrene realms imknowii, 
AjiAaai no spot ot all AarnaJd my awn." 

I spoke in a former lecture of that high courage 
which enabled Fielding, in spite of disease, remorse, 
and poverty, alwap to ret^ a cheerful ^irit and to 
keep his manly benevolence and love of truth intact, 
as if these ti%asures had been confided to him for 
the public benefit, and he was accountable to pos- 
teentj tor their h<monraI^ employ ; and a cmuAancy 
equally happy and admirable I think was ^own by 
GoUsmitli, wbosa eweet and &i«tdly nature bloomed 
kindly always in the midst of a life's storm, and rain. 
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axid bitter weather.' The poor fellow was never so 
&ieiidless but he could befriend B<»ne one ; aevea: so 
pincbed and wretched but be could give (rf bis craBt, 
and q)eak bis word of compasaott. If be bad bat 
his finte left, be coold give that, and make the 
cbildr«i happy in the dreary London coort. He 
coold give the coals in &a.t queer coal-scuttle we 
read of to his poor neigbbonr : be could give away 
bis blanket^ in collie to the poor widow, and warm 
bimself as he best might in the feathers : he could 
pawn bis coat to save his landlord Scorn gaol : when 
be was a scfao^-naher, he Bpent bis earnings in treats 
for the boys, and the good-natured schoolmaster's 
wife said justly that she ought to keep Mr. Gold- 
smith's money as well as the young gentlemen's. 
When be met bis pi^iils in later life, ootbing would 
satisfy the Doctor but he must treat them stilL 
" Have you seen the print of me afler Sir Joshua 
K^'DoldsF" be asked of one of bis old pupils. "Not 
seen it? not bought it ? Snre, Jack, if your picture 
bad been published, I'd not have been without H 



I ".An 'inqiiied idaoX,' GbldDoith, hanga itranfelf akoat him 
[Jiriumn]. , . . Yet, oa the vbole, there >m do eril in the 
*go(MebeTr7-lbal,'bat rathei much good; of a finer, if of a weaker 
Mrt tban JobaMn'i; and all the more genuine that he hfnuelf 
could DCTCr become coiuHohm of it, — thon^ nnb^iftily nerer ceaaa 
atttmftaig to become lo: the author of the genniiie 'Vlcmr of 
Wak^aM,' mil he will he, mnat needs Hj towarda mch a meH tsi 
genaiiie maobood." — Cabltlb's Eimgi (2nd ei.), toL It. p. 91. 
T 2 
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half-an-hoTir.'' His purse and his heart were every- 
body's, and his friends' as much as his own. When 
he was at the height of his reputation, and the Earl 
of Northmnherland, going as Lord-Lieatenant to 
Ireland, asked if he could be of any service to 
Dr. Goldsmith, Goldsmith recommended his brother, 
and not himself, to the great man. " My patrons," 
he gallantly said, " are the booksellers, and I want 
no others."* Hard patrons they were, and hard 
work he did ; but he did not complain much : if in 
his early writings some bitter vords escaped him, 
some allusions to neglect and poverty, he withdrew 
these expressions when his works were republished, 

' " At present, tlie few poeta of England no longer depend on 
the great for sabaiitence ; ttey hare now no other patrons bnt tlie 
public, and the public, collectively considered, is a good and a 
generous master. It is indeed too frequently mistaken a> to the 
merita of ererj' candidate for &Taar ; but to make ameudi, it is 
nerer migtaken long. A performance indeed maj be forced for s 
time into reputation, but, dettitute of real merit, it soon sinks ; 
time, the touchstone of what is truly Taluable, will soon dLscover 
the traud, and an anthor should never arrogate to himielf any 
share of succesi till his works have been read at least ten years 
with satis&ctiou. 

" A man of letters at present; whoie works are valuable, if per- 
fectly senuble of their value. Every polite member of the com- 
munity, by buying what be writes, coQtribntes to reward him. Hie 
ridicule, therefore, of living In a garret might have been wit in 
Uie last age, bnt contianes such no longer, because no longer true. 
A writer of real merit now may easily be rich, if his heart be set 
only on fortune : and for those wbo haTe no merit, it is bnt fit 
that such should remain in merited obscurity." — Got.dbmkb. 
CiHien a/ Ac World, Let. 8*. 
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and better days seemed to open for him ; and he did 
not care to complain that printer or publisher had 
overlooked his merit, or left him poor. The Court 
face was turned from honest Oliver, the Court 
patronized Beattie ; the fashion did not shine on him 
— fashion adored Sterne." Fashion pronounced Kelly 
to be the great writer of comedy of his day. A 
little — not ill-humour, but plalntiveness — a little 
betrayal of wounded pride which he showed render 
him not the less amiable. The author of the " Vicar 
of Wakefield" had a right to protest when Newbery 

' Goldsmitli attacked Sterne, obriouBly enough, censoring Ms 
indecency, and alighting his wit, andridiculing hia manner, in the 
53rd letter in the " Citizen of the World." 

" As in common couversatioii," BI17S he, " the best wa; to make 
the audience laugh is bj flrst laughing yourself ; so in wiitiiig, 
the properest manner is to show an attempt at hnmour, which will 
pass npon most for humour in reality. To effect this, readers 
must bo treated with the most pertect familiarity ; in one page 
the author is lo make them a low baw, and in the next to pull 
them by the nose ; he must talk in riddles, and then send them to 
bed in order to dream for the solution," &c. 

Sterne's humourous mot on the subject of the gravest part of the 
charges, then, as now, made against him, may perhaps he quoted 
here, from the eicellent, the respectable Sir Walter Scott 

" Soon after ' Tristram' had appeared, Sterne asked aTorkshire 
lady of fortune and condition, whether ^e had read his book. * I 
have not, Mr. Sterne,' was the answer ; ' and to be plain with you, 
I am informed it is not proper for female perusal.' ' My dear good 
lady,' replied the author, ' do not be gulled by such stories ; the 
bo<ik is like joor young heir there (pointing to a child of three 
years old, who was rolling on the carpet in his white tonics), ho 
shows at times a good deal that ia usually concealed, but it is all 
in perfect in 
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kept back the MS. for two jeais ; had a right to be 
a little peevish with Steme; a litde angry when 
ColmaD's actors declined their parts in his delighful 
comedy, when the manager revised to hare a scene 
painted for it, and pronounced its damnatvm befca« 
hearing. He had not the great pahlic witb him; 
but he had the noble Johnson, and tiie admirable 
Reynolds, and tbe great Gibbon, and && great Burke, 
and the great Fox — ^friends and admirers il^ostrions 
indeed, as famous as those who, fifty years before 
sat roimd Pope's table. 

Nobody knows, and I dare say (roldsmith's buoyant 
temper kept no account of all the pains which he 
endured during the early period of his literary career. 
Should any man of letters in onr day have to bear up 
against such. Heaven grant he may come out of the 
period of misfortime with such a pure kind heart as 
that which Goldsmith obstinately bore in his breast. 
The insults to which he had to submit are shockmg 
to read of — slander, contumely, vulgar satire, brutal 
malignity perverting his commonest motives and 
actions : he had his share of these, and one's anger is 
roused at reading of them, as it b at seeing a woman 
msulted or a child assaulted, at the notion that a 
creature so very gentle and weak, and full of love, 
should have had to suffer so. And he had worse than 
insult to imdergo — to own to fault, and deprecate the 
anger of ruffians. There is a letter of his extant to 
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one Griffiths, a bo<^sel2er, in which poor Groldsmith 
is forced to confess that certain books seat by Griffiths 
are in the hands of a {riend &om whom (Goldsmith 
had been forced to borrow money. " He was wild, 
sir," Johnson said, ^>eaking of Goldsnnth to Boswell, 
with his great, wise benevolence and noble mercifol- 
DcsB of heart, " Dr. Goldsmitli was wild, sir; bat he 
is 80 no more." Ah! if we pity the good and weat 
man who suffers Trndesaredly, let us deal very gently 
with him &om whom misery extorts not only tears^ 
but shame; let us think hnmbly and charitably of the 
hnman nature that suffers so sadly and falls so low. 
Whose turn may it be to-morrow? What weak 
heart, confident be&re trial, may not snccnmb under 
temptation invincible ? Cover the good man who has 
been vanqoished— -cover his face and pass on, 

Voc the last half dozen years of his life, Goldsmith 
was Ear removed fix>m the pressure of any ignoble 
necessity : and in the receipt, indeed, of a pretty lai^ 
income from the booksellers, his patrons. Had he 
lived but a few years more, his public fame would 
have been as great as his private reputation, and he 
might have enjoyed alive a part of that esteem 
which his country baa ever since paid to the vivid 
and versatile genius who has touched on almost every 
subject of lit^nture, and touched nothing that he 
did not adorn. Except in rare instances, a man is 
known in our profession, and esteemed as a skilful 



h. Google 



328 BNOLISH HIWOUBISTS. 

workman, years before the lucky hit which trebles 
his usual gains, and stamps him a popular author. 
In the strength of his age, and the dawn of Ms 
r^utation, having for backers and friends the most 
illustrious literary men of his time,* fame and pro- 
sperity might have been in store for Goldsmith, had 
fate so willed it ; and, at forty-six, had pot saddea 
disease carried him off. I say prosperity rather than 
competence, for it is probable that no sum could 
have put order into his affairs or sufficed for his 
irreclaimable habits of dissipation. It must be re- 
membered that he owed 2,0002. when he died. " Was 
ever poet," Johnson asked, " so trusted before ? " 
As has been the case with many another good fellow 
of his nation, his life was tracked and his substance 
wasted by crowds of hungry beggars and lazy 
dependants. If they came at a lucky time (and be 
sure they knew his affairs better than he did him- 
self, and watched his pay day), he gave them of his 

' "Giddamith told us that he was now busj ia writing a Natoral 
Hisloi? ; and that he might hare full leisure for it, he bad taken 
lod^gi at a &rmer'g home, near to the Bix-mile stone in the Edge- 
ware Boad, and liad carried down hie books in two retnmed posN 
Chaisea. He said he believed the fiimier'a tamilj thought him an 
odd character, similar to that in which the Speclalor appeared to 
hit landlady and her children ; he was The Gtatlenian. Mr. Mickle, 
the tranilator of the ' Lusiad,' and 1, went to visit him at this 
place a few days afterwards. He vaa not at home ; but having a 
curiositj to eee hjg apartment, we went in, and foond curious 
■crapa of descriptions of animals scrawled upon the wall with a 
Wacklead pencil." — Boswell. 
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money : if they b^ged on empty-purse days he gave 
them his promissory bills : or he treated them to a 
tavern where he had credit; or he obliged them v/ith 
an order upon honest Mr. Filby for coats, for which 
he paid as long as he could earn, and until the shears 
of Filby were to cut for him no more. Staggering 
under a load of debt and labour, tracked by baili£Es 
and reproachful creditors, running from a hundred 
poor dependitnts, whose appealing looks were perhaps 
the hardest of all pains for him to bear, devising 
fevered plans for the morrow, new histories, new 
comedies, all sorts of new literary schemes, flying 
from all these into seclusion, and out of seclusion 
into pleasure — at last, at five and forty, death seized 
him and closed his career.' I have been many a 
time in the chambers in the Temple which were his, 
and passed up the staircase, which Johnson, and 
Buite, and Reynolds trod to see their friend, their 
poet, their kind Goldsmith — the stair on which the 
poor women sat weeping bitterly when they heard 

' " When GoMBmith was flying. Dr. Turton B&id to him, ' Tour 
puJie la in greater disorder than it ihould be, from the degree of 
fever which yoa have ; iB jour mind at ease ?' Goldsmith an- 
swered it WHS not." — Dr. Joonboh (in BottntU). 

" Chambers, you find, is gone fkr, and poor Qoldsmith is gone 
much further. He died of a fever, exasperated, as I believe, by 
the fear of diitresi. He had raised mone; and squandered it, 
bj evei7 artifice of acquisition and folly of expense. But let not 
his filings be remembered ; he was a yery great man." — Da. 
Jotstos to Botipell, Jidj/ St/i, ITT-l. 
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tiiat the greatest and most generoos of all men was 
dead vitliin the black oak door.' Ah, it was a 
difiereat lot from that for which the poor fellow 
si^ed, when he wrote with heart yearning for home 
those most charming of all fond verses, in which he 
fancies he revisits Aabum — 

" Here u I take ay sobtair roundi, 
AmidBl thy bmgled wftlks and niiiied groimdi, 
And, mtui; b jeax elapsed, rehun to view 
Where once the collage stood, tlie hawtbont gnur, 
Bemaabnmee wakea, with all her bxay train. 
Swells at jny heart, and tnmi tlie pan to pain. 
Id all my wondering* i«und tbis world of care. 
In all m7 giieb — and Ciod has given 017 share, 
I still had hopes m; latest hcHirs to crom. 
Amidst these botnble bowers to lay me down ; 
To hosband out life's taper at the close, 
' And keep the flame from wasting by repose { 
I still had hopes — fbr pride attends as stiU — 
Amidst the twaiiis to show my book-learned skill, 

' "When Bnrke was told [of Goldsmith's death] ha burst into 
tean. B^nolds was in his peintlDg-room when the messmger 
went to him ; bnt at once he Idd bis pendl aside, which in times 
of great &railf-distress he had not been known to do, left hi* 
painting-room, and did not re-enter it that day^. .... 

" The (t^rcaie of Brick Court is said to hare been filled with 
tnoomers, the rererae of domestic ; women wlthoat a home, wiUir 
ont domestici^ of anj kind, with no friend bnt liimthsf had oome 
to weep for ; outcasts of that great, tciitaxy, wicked aty, to whnn 
be had never fiw^tten to be kind and charitaUe. And be had 
domestic moomers, too. His coffin was re-opened at the reqne« 
of Miss Homeck and her dster (sodi was the regard ha was 
known to havefbr them 1) that a lock might be cut from his hair. 
It was In Mrs. Gwja'a posMSsion irtian she died, after UMzlj 
seventy years," — Fobsteh'b Goldimilh. 
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Araand m; flre an evening granf to imw, 
And t«U c€ aU I felt and all I saw ; 
And, M a hare, whom ho^mdB and horns puraue, 
Panla to the place fhwn whence at flr«t she flew — 
I still had hopes — mj- long Temtiou^ past. 
Here to retum, and die at home at laoL 
O blest retirement, friaid to life's decline ! 
Betnats from care that never siiut be mine — 
Hov Uett ii he who cpowub in shades like these, 
A yavQi of labour with an age of ease ; 
Who quits a woiid where strong temptations tr7, 
And, since 'tis hard to combat, learns to flyl 
For him no wretches borp to work and weep 
Explore the mine or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
JSo mrlj porter stands in guilty state 
To apnm imploring &mine from his gate : 
But on he mores to meet his latter end, 
Angds around be&iendjng virtue's friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with unpercelved decay. 
Whilst rosignation gently slopes the way ; 
And bQ his prospects brightening at the last, 
His heaven commences ere the world be past." 

In tliese verses, I need not say with what melody, 
with what touching truth, with what exc^nisite beauty 
of comparison — as indeed in hundreds more pages of 
the writings of this honest soul — the whole character 
of the man is told — ^his humble confession of faults 
and weakness ; his pleasant little vanity, and desire 
that his village should admire him; his simple 
scheme of good in which everybody waa to be 
happy — no beggar waa to be refused his dinner — 
nobody in fact was to work much, and he to be 
the harmless chief of the Utopia, and tdie monarch 
of tile Irish Yvetdt. He would have told again, and 
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without fear of their falling, those famous jokes* 
which had hiuig fire in London; he would hav6 

' "Goldimitb'tiiiiceuantdetiieofbeiiigcompiciionsincompBt); 

wu the occasion of his lometimes appearing to *ach disiilTant&se, 
aj one ahould bardly bare supposed poBsible in a maa at his 
eenius. When his literarj reputation had riien deservedly high, 
and liis Bociet/ iraa macli coorted, he became Terj jealoiu of the 
extraordiimrT' attention wliich vaa ererjwhere paid to Johnson. 
Oneovening, in a circle of wita, he fouod feult with me for talking 
of Johnaoii aa entitled to ihu hononr of Qjniueationable laperiorit j. 
' Sir,' a^d be, ' you are for making a monarch; of what should be 

" He WHS atiU more mortified, when, talking in a company with 
fluent TiTacity, and, as be flattered himself; to the admiration of 
all present, a German who sat next him, and perceived Johnson 
rolling himself as if abont to speak, suddenly stopped him, Miying 
'Stay, stay — Toctor Shonson is going to zaj zomething.' Thia 
was no doubt very provoking, especially to one so irritable as 
Goldsmith, who frequently mentjooeditwith strong expreseioDS of 
indignation. 

"It may also be observed that Goldsmith was sometimes con- 
tent to be treated with an easy femiliarity, but upon occasions 
would be consequential and important. An instance of this 
occurred in a small particular. Johnson bad a way of coatractinc 
the names of his friends, as Beanclerk, Beau ; Boswell, Bozzy. 

I remember one day, when Tom Davies was telling that 

Dr. Johnson s^d — ' We are all in labour tor a name to GoM^'g 
play,' Goldsmith seemed displeased that such a liberty should be 
taken with his name, and swd, ' I have often desired him not to 
cftU me G<-yy."' 

This is one of iereral of Boswall'e depreciatory menUons of 
Goldsmith — which may well irritate biographers and admirers — 
and also those who take that more kindly and more profouod view 
of Boswell's own character, which was opened up by Mr. Carlyle's 
famous article on his book. No wonder tliat Mr, Irving calls 
Boswell an " incarnation of toadyism." And the wont of it is, 
that Johnson himself baa suffered from this habit of tbe Laird of 
Anchenleck's. People are apt to foi^t under what Boswellian 



h Google 



STEBKE AND QOLDSIQTH. 333 

talked of hia great friends of the Club — of my Lord 
Clare and my Lord Bishop, my Lord Nugent — sure 
he knew them intimately, and was hand and glove 
with some of the beat men in town — and he would 
have spoken of Johnson and of Burke, from Cork, 
and of Sir Joshua who had painted him — and he 
would have told wonderful sly stories of Ranelagh 
and the Pantheon, and Uie masquerades at Madame 
Comely's ; and he would have toasted, with a sigh, 
the Jessamy Bride — the lovely Mary Homeck. 

The figure of that charming young lady forms one 
of the prettiest recollections of Goldsmith's life. She 
and her beautiful sister, who married Btmbnry, the 
graceful and humourous amateur artist of those days, 

BtiniDlus the great Doctor uttered many lias^ tbiogs : — things no 
inoTe indicative of the nature of the depths of his character than 
the phosphoric gleaming of the aea, when stniclc at night, i» 
indicative of radical cormptlon of nature 1 In truth, it is clear 
enough on the wiioie that both Johnson and Goldsmith a/tpreciated 
each other, and that they mntually knew it. They were— as it 
were, tripped up and flung against each other, occasionaliy, by the 
blundering and silly gambolliiig of people in company. 

Somethiugniuat bQ. allowed fbrBoawell's "rivalry for Johnson's 
good graces" with Oliver (as Sir Walter Scott has remarked), for 
Oliver was intimate with the Doctor before bis biographer was, — 
aJid aa we all remember, marched off with him to " take tea with 
Mrs. Williams " belbte Bosweli had advanced to that honourable 
degree of intimacy. But, in truth, Bosweli— though be perhaps 
■howcd more talent in his delineation of the Doctor than is 
generally ascribed to him— had not &cultj to take a fidi view of 
too great men at a time. Besides, as Mr. Forster justly remarki, 
"he was impatient of Goldsmith &om the first hour of their 
acquaintance." — Lift and Adventuret, p. 292. 
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when Gilray had bat just b^im to trj his powers, 
were sunong the kindest and dearest of Goldsmith's 
many frienda, cheered and pUJed him, travelled 
abroad with him, made him welcome at their h<Hne, 
and gave him many a pleasant holiday. He bon^t 
his finest clothes to figdre at thdr coontry hoase at 
Barton — he wrote them droll Terses. They loved 
htm, laughed at him, played him tricks and made 
him happy. He asked for a loan from Garrick, and 
Garrick kindly anppKed him, to enable him to go to 
Barton — but there were to be no more holidays, and 
only one brief struggle more for poor GoldsmI& — a 
lock of his hair was taken from the coffin and given 
to the Jessamy Bride. She lived quite into onr time. 
Hazlitt saw her an old lady, but beautifnl still, in 
Northcote's painting-room, who told the eager ci;ttJo 
how proad she always was -that Goldsmith had ad- 
mired her. The younger Colman has left a touching 
reraintacence of him. VoL L 63, 64. 

" I was only five years old," he says, " when 
Goldsmith took me on his knee one evening whikt 
he was drinking eof^ with my lather, and began to 
play with me, which amiable act I returned, with ibo 
ingratitade of a peevish brat, by giving him a very 
smart slap on the &ce : it must have been a tingler, 
for it \0ft the marks of mj spiteful paw on Hs cheek. 
This infantile outrage was followed by summaty 
jostjce, and I was locked up by my indignant father 
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ia an sdjoiniag room to undei^ Bolitarj imprison- 
ment in the dark. Here I b^an to howl and 
Bcream most abominably, which was no bad step 
towards my liberatitm, since those who were not 
inclined to pity me might be likely to set me iree for 
the purpose of abating a nuisance. 

"At Iraigth a generous friend appeared to estiic&te 
me from Jeopardy, and that generous friend was no 
other than the man I had so wantonly molested by 
assaalt and battery — it was the tender-hearted 
Doctor himself, with a lighted candle in bis band, 
and a smile upon bis countenance, which was still 
partially red from, the edects of my petulance. I 
sniked and sobbed as he fondled and soothed, till I 
began to brighten. Goldsmith seised the propitious 
moment of retoming good-hnmour, when he pat 
down the caudle and began to coi^ore. He placed 
three hats^ which happened to be in the room, and a 
shilling under each. Thewshillings he told me were 
England, France, and Spain. 'Hey presto cocka- 
lorum I' cried the Doctor, and lo, on uncovering the 
shillings, which had been dispersed each b^aeath a 
separate hat, they were all fbond congregate under 
ODe. I was no politician at five years old, and there- 
fore might not have wondered at the sudden revolu- 
tjon whieh brought Esglwad, France, and Spain all 
nnder one crown; but, as also I was no conjuror, it 
amazed, me beyond measure. ..... From that 
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time, wKenever the Doctor came to visit my father, 
' I plucked bis gown to share the good man's smile;' 
a game at romps constaotlj ensued, and we were 
always cordial friends and merry playfellows. Our 
unequal companionship varied somewhat as to sports 
as I grew older; hut it did not last long: my senior 
playmate died in his forty-fifth year, when I had 

attained my eleventh In all the numerous 

accounts of his virtues and foibles, his gemus and 
absurdities, his knt>wledge of nature and ignorance 
of the world, his 'compassion for another's woe' was 
always predominant; and my trivial story of his 
humouring a froward child weighs but as a feather 
in the recorded scale of his benevolence." 

Think of him reckless, thriftless, v£un if you like — 
but merciful, gentle, generous, full of love and pity. 
He passes out of our life, and goes to render his 
account beyond it. Think of the poor pensioners 
weeping at his grave ; think of the noble spirits that 
admired and deplored him ; think of the righteous 
pen that wrote his epitaph — and of the wonderful 
and imanimouB response of affection with which the 
world has paid back the love he gave it His humour 
delighting us still : his song fresh and beautiful as 
when first he charmed with it ; his words in all our 
months : his very weaknesses beloved and familial^— 
his benevolent spirit seems stUl to smile upon us : to 
do gentle kindnesses: to Bucconr with sweet charity: 

LJnniprh.GoOglc 
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to soothe, caress, and forgive ; to plead with tlie 
- fortnnato for the unhappy and the poor. 

His name is the last in the list of those men of 
humour who have formed the themes of the discourses 
which you have heard so kindly. 

Long before I had ever hoped for such an audience, 
or dreamed of the possibility of the good fortnne 
which has brought me so many friends, I was 
at issue with some of my literary brethren upon a 
point — which they held from tradition I think rather 
than experience — ^that our profession was neglected 
in this country ; and that men of letters were ill- 
received and held in alight esteem. It would hardly 
be grateful of me now to alter my old opinion that 
we do meet with goodwill and kindness, with gene- 
rous helping hands in the time of our necessity, with 
cordial and friendly recognition. What claim had 
any one of these of whom I have been speaking, hut 
geirius ? What return of gratitude, fame, affection, 
did it not bring to all ? 

What punishment befel those who were unfortunate 
among them, but that which follows reckless habits 
and careless lives? For these faults a wit must 
suffer like the dullest prodigal that ever ran in debt. 
He must pay the iailor if he wears the coat ; his 
children must go in rags if he spends his money at 
the tavern ; he can't come to London and be made 
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Lopd ChancdtoT if he Etops on the road and gasdoka 
away hia last shilUng at Dublin. And be imut pay 
tiie social penalty of these fellies toe, and expect 
that the world will sbtm tlie mm of bad habita, t^at 
women will avoid the man c^ loose life, that pmdent 
folks will close their doors as a precaution, and 
before a demand shoold be made on their pockets 
bj the needy prodigal. With what difficulty had 
any one of these mea to contend, save that eternal 
and mechanical one of want of means and lade <^ 
capital, and of which thouaands o£ yonr^ lawyers, 
yonng doctors, yonng soldiers and saikre, of inTen- 
tors, manufacturers, shopkeepers, have to contplain ? 
Hearts as brave and resolute as ever beat in the 
breast of any wit or poet, sicken and break daily in 
the vain endeaTonr and unavailing struggle i^ainst 
life's difBcnIty. Don't we see daily mined inventors, 
grey-haired midshipm^i, balked heroes, blighted 
curates, barristers pinii^ a hungry life out in 
chambers, the attorneys never mounting to their 
garrets, whilst scores of them are rapping at the 
door of the saccessfol qnack below ? If Aese suffer, 
who is the author, that he should be exempt ? Let 
us bear our ills with the same constancy with which 
others endure them, accept onr manly part in life, 
Ikold our own, and ask no moi%. I can conceive of 
tto kittgB or laws causing or curing Goldsmkh'a 
improvidence, or Fielding's fatal love of jJeasoie, 
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43r Dick Stem's mania hr numiDg nces irith the 
comtable. Yoa never can outrun that sure-quoted 
officer — not by aay iwtftness or hj dodges devised 
by aay genius, howonrer great ; and he cazrieB off the 
Tadier to the spunging-hocse, or taps the Citizen of 
the Worid on the shoulder as he would any oth^ 
mortal. 

Does society look down tm a man because he 
is an author ? I suppose if people want a bufToon 
they tolerate him only in so &r as he is amusing; 
it can hardly be expected that they diould respect 
him M nn eqvaiL la tiien to be a guard <^ hononr 
provided for the author of the last new novel or 
poem? how long is he to reign, and keep other 
pot^itstea out of possession? He retires, grumbles, 
and prints a lamentation that literature is despised. 
If Captain A. is left out of Lady B.'3 pardes he 
does not state that the army is despised : if liOrd CL 
no longer asks Cotmeellor X>. to dinner. Counsellor D. 
does not annomice thai the bar is insulted. He is 
not &ir to society if he enters it with this suspicion 
hankering aboet him; if he, is douhtfal about his 
reception, how hold up his head honestly, and look 
frankly in the &ee that world about which he is 
fuU of Bsspicion ? Is h« place-hunting, and thinking 
in his mind that he ought to be made an Ambassador, 
like Prior, or a Secretary of State, like AddisoD? 
his i^etence of equality &lls to the ground at once: 
z a 
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he is Bchemiiig for a patron, not sUaking the band 
of a friend, when he meets the world. Treat such 
a man as he deserves ; laugh at his bufibonery, and 
give him a dinner and a bonjour ; laugh at his self- 
suftciency and absurd assumptions of superiority, 
and his equally ludicrous airs of martyrdom : laugh 
at his flattery and his scheming, and buy it, if it's 
worth the having. Let the wag have his dinner and 
the hireUng his pay, if you want him, and make a 
profound bow to the grartd homme incompris, and the 
boisterous martyr, and show him the door. The 
great world, the great aggregate experience, has its 
good sense, as it has its good hnmonr. It detects a 
pretender, as it trusts a loyal heart It is kind in 
the mtun : how should it ,be otherwise than kind, 
when it is so wise and clear-headed? To any 
literary man who says, " It despises my proiession," 
I say, with all my might — no, no, no. It may pass 
over your individual case — how many a brave fellow 
has failed in the race, and pushed unknown in the 
straggle! — ^butit treats you as you merit in the main. 
If you serve it, it is ijot nnthankfiil ; if you please, 
it is pleased; if you cringe to it, it detects you, 
and scorns you if you are mean ; it returns your 
cheerfulness with its good-humour ; it deals not 
imgenerously with your weaknesses ; it recognises 
most kindly your merits; it gives you a fair place 
and fair play. To any one of those men of whom 



h. Google 



STKBNE AND GOIJ}eiirlH. 341 

we have spoken was it in the m^ ungrateful P A 
king might reftiBe Goldsmith a pension, as a pab- 
lisher might keep his master-piece and the delight 
of all the world in his desk for two yeu^ ; but it 
was mistake, and not ill-wilL Koble and illustrious 
names of Swift, and Pope, and Addison ! dear and 
honoured memories of Goldsmith and Fielding ! 
kind friends, teachers, benefactors I who shall say- 
that our country, which continues to bring you such 
an unceasing tribute of applause, admiration, love, 
sympathy, does not do honour to the literary calling 
in the honour which it bestows upon you ! 
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Lectures on Architecture and PainHng. 

With Foarleen Cats, dravtn bg Ae Aalhor. Seeoitd Edilim. 

Crown 8do, price 6e. 6d., cloth, 

" Mr. Siukln'i lectarra— elDqoenl. grapblc, and tmiiE»loned — expt^g ■ 

rUtcDliDg Kmo of tba vices of our prosBnt lyitBin of boJldiiu. and axeUJuff 1 

" Wa cODcelTe It to be'lmpoulble thai any Intelligent pe 
lectorea, Iion-flver they might dlff«r from the Jnd^tinenta 
general prvpoattlimi laid down, irllhout an alsratioc In 



NEW PUBLICATIONS. 

J%e Principles of Agricultwe, especialb/ Tropical. 
Bj P. LovBix PaiLLiFg, M.D. 

i>einji Boo, price It. 64, cloth. 
" Thli Tolnnie rtionld tie In everj fmn-hooie, una tt woBld pay a I«B*Icrd to 
" Thti treatiH contalM nesrljr all tluit la known of Iba KleDM of aEricalhua." 



h. Google 



6 WOttKS PUBLISHED BY SMITH, ELDER & CO. 
Captivity of Rtissian Princesses in the Caucasus: 

including a Seven Monllvt' Residence in SkamiPg Seraglio m 
the years 1854-5. Tracalttted from tlie Russian, by H. S. 
Edwabdb. . 
With an autlienlic Portrait of Sliamil, a Plan of Ais House, and a 
Map. Post 800, price lOs. Gd. cloth. 



Religion in Common Life. By William Ellis. 

Past 8w), price Is. 6d., cloth. 
dalfci. Ur. Ellii hu Kund ilewg, tod his itjile li simple and dear."— £zain{ner. 

The Life of Charlotte BrontS. Author of " Jane 

Eyrk," "SHiBLBr," "ViLLETTE," &0, By Mrs, Gasebll, 

Author of "Norlh and Sontli," &c. 
Third Edition, Revised. Turn Voltamt, Post Svo, with a Portrait of 

Miai Bronte and a View of Baworlh Church and Parsonage. 

Price 34*., cloth. 
'* We regard the record AS m iDODunient of coonure and eoduraDce. of anflerinff 
and triumph. . . . AIL tlia aecKta of the liter&zy vrorbmanHhipof theavllioresa 
of ' Janfi Eyre * ar« imfolded In the conr» ot llils axtraordhiary narrative." — 

*' Urs. Gaikell bM produced one of the beat bLographies of a woman by a womsa 
which w« can recall to miod." — AtJtemcuJB. 

Hie Sea OJicer'a Manual; being a Compendium of 
the Duties of a Commander (.First, Second, Third, and Fourth 
Officer; Officer of the Watch; and Midshipman in the Mer- 
cantile Aaay. By Captain A. Pabisu, of the East India 
Merchant Service, Smalt Post Bvo, price 5s., cloth. 



Examiaer. 

Hard Series of Sermons. By the ]ate Rev. Fbed. 
W. BoBEBTeojJ, A3I., Incumbent of Trinity Chapel.Brightoo. 
Second Edition. Post Bvo, with Portrait, price 9*., cloth. 
Piaar ^BSise— Third Edition. Post Svo, price 9s., clotli. 
Sbcond Sbkiks — Third Edition, price 9«., cloth. 
" Very beaatifal \n fcelinff. and occasionally Qtrikiog apd fordhle in conceplicD 

crimioatjoa without tedlousneaS} and of piely without cant or conTcnLieiutliain.''— 
lAndan : Printed by Sute, Eldex ft Co., Little Greeo Arhonr CiHUt. 



h Google 



h. Google 



NEW NOVELS. 



THE CRUELEST WRONQ OF ALL 1 Tol. 

MAUD SKILLICORNE'S PENANCE. 2 volf. 

THE MOORS AND THE FENS. By F. O. Tsaffobd. 3 Tols. 

THE WHITE HOUSE BY THE SEA: A LOVE STORY. Sj 

M. Bbthui-Edwakds. 3 voli. 
RIVERSTON. By Gbokqiaha M. Crair. 3 toIb. 
THE PROFESSOR. By CnnEEn Beli. 8 vols. 
BELOW THE SURFACE: A STORY OF ENQUSH COUNTRY 

LIFE. 3vol». 
THE NOBLE TRAYTOUR : A CHRONICLE. 8 rob. 
FARINA: A LEGEND OF COLOGNE. By Gkobob MaBKinTB, | 

Autlior of " The Shaving of ShagpS'-" IToL Post 8to, lOi. 6dl 

doth. 

THE ROUA PASS; OR, ENGLISHMEN IN THE HIGHLANDS. ^ 

By Ekick MlcKKHZiB. 3 toIe. 
KATHIE BRANDE: THE FIRESIDE HISTORY OF A QUIET p 

LIFE. By Houra Lsb, Author of " GUbert iSaasengoti" 

" Thomey Hall," &c. 2 roh. 
FRIENDS OF BOHEMIA; OR, PHASES OF LONDON UFE. i 

By R M. Watnr, Anthor of " The Gorerning datta." S Yda. S 

post Sto. 
TENDER AND TRUE. By the Author of "Claw Moriwrn," 



LOKDOa ! SMITH, ELDER & CO., 65, COKNHII<L. 



